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THE BRITISH POETS, 



LITTLE, BROWN & COMPAHY. 

A COMMsrE OOLMOTION, 

I TO WOEDSWORTH, 



Handsomely Printed in Neat 16mo. Volume. 



E<«:h Work Sold S 

1, of wMch more than one liundred volumes 
ate already issaed, is iotanded to embrace the whole woris of 
Uie moat distinguished nuUiors, from Chancer to Wordsworth, 
with selections from the minor poets; accompanied mth bio- 
graphical, hietorioal, anil critjcal noticeB and portraits, — the 
whole formhig a far more complete, elegant, iind cheap edition 
of the British Poeta than has ever appeared bfifore. 

The numerous testimonials to the excellence of this series, 
which the publishers have received, both from Hie press and 
the public, in nil parts of the country, would seem to indicate 
that a popular want has been met by this edition, whieli is 
tmivecsaEy acknowledged to be the best ever issued, both in 
point of editorship and meoliaaical cxecutjon. 

NattcED of tile J^reas. 

" We cannot speak too highly in praise of this edition— the 
only one that deserves the name of ' complete ' — of the British 
Poets." — BoeloB Dailif AdiierHser. 

" We really know nothing more worthy of the cordial sup- 
port of the Amerioan public tlian the Boston edition of tlie 
English poets." — New Tork JVines. 

" A fairer printed, a more tastetUl or more valuable set of 
books, cannot be placed in any library." — New York Courier 
and Inqidrer. 
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" Tbe best, the most permajieatlj- valuable, the moat ooii- 
veulent, anJ the cheapest erlition of t)ie standard poetical litera- 
ture of Great Briton ever pnblislied." — Some Joaraal. 

" We regard it as tlie most beautiful and conTenient library 
adition of tha British Poeta jet pnbliahed." — FhHadeli^a 
Eiiemng BtilkUn, 

" We do not know auy other edition of the Eugliah Poets 
which combines eo much excellence," — BOUotheca Sacra, 



ThcfoWtmng vohanes are alreadi/ issued : — 



Mobigomfb: 



*»* We have in Press, and shall I'siie soon, the 
Works of 

BjEOM, BoKBa Ohaucek 

The reminder of the ■'enea Tvill he published as ftst 
as the volumes can he prepaied 
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THE BRITISH ESSAYISTS, 



LITTLE, BKOWN & COMPANY, 

11(1 WABHINGTOS STEEET, BOSTON. 



BRITISH ESSAYISTS; 

wiTU PEEFACES, uiaroKicAL and biogeaphical, 

BY A, CHALMEKS, E.S.A. 



The Tol mes are of the exact sizp an 1 stylo of 
Little, Broivk &. Co. S edition of the ' British 
Poets," and sold at the same puce — eerenty five 
cents per Tolume. 

The wont of a nesit and uaiform edition of these Essays, tha 
prodnotiona of the best writers of the English tongne, lias long 
been felt, and the present isBce is intended to snpply the defi- 
ciency. 

The volumes are of oonTanient size, haadsomely printed ftoffi 
the last English edition, and the price is snoh «s to recommend 
tham to Ihe favor of the pnMic, and aspfloiaflj' of those who ara 
engaged in making selections tor scliooi snd college hbraries. 
(3) 
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ii BJIITISH BS SATIS TB. 



Katicea at tit ©eesB. 

" Thase works, the flower of the best English Uleratare for a 
century, merit a, place in every library. Tliey have boma a 
lai^a office in the coltiire of mind and style for past generations, 
and for our elders now upon ttie stage ; and we can wish for 
those entering active or lilfirar j life, accaas to no purer, or more 
copious, or more stimulating fountains of tJiought, sentiment, 
and motive, than are here." — W. A. BivieBi, 

" The judgment of the most competent end respected author- 
ity has been passed upon these works, and has decided that 
they arfi eminently worthy of bemg kept in oonelajit use." — 
Cli/risiiifn ^osainor^ 

" The value and popularity of the works included in this se- 
ries will increase as those who read the English language be- 
come cnltivated, and wish fbr compositions of the highest rank. 
For school and family libraries, these books are just what is 
needed; thej are of convenient size, and attractive ontword ap- 
pearance, — their contents ws models of cotuposition, their 
spirit is liberal and manly, — their tone and influence moral and 
religions, without cant, or a weakness of any kind." — BoaUn 

"It is Buperfluona to praise the assays, — they are by genera] 
consent esteemed models of pure English style, and are fnll of 
entertainment, knowledge of the world, and moral instructiou, 
— they will be read with pleasure as long as the Enghsh lan- 
guage lives." — If. Y. Commercial Adeeriiser. 

" Mo gi'eatec service can be done in the cattse of good letters 
tiian the extensive dissemiualioii of these standard compositions. 
They embrace the best models of style in the English Lan- 
guage." — Boston Doiij AdBerliief. 

" As models of Enghsh prose they stand unrivalled, and de- 
serve a place in every library, public or private, but especially 
in every school and townhbrary in theconntiy." — Soston J.(- 

" A series of standard works, the value find popularity of 
which have only increased with anie." — J?l Y. Tir/i(s. 

" No move desirable edition has ever been published." — N. 
Y, Evening Post. 
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POETICAL WORKS 



JAMES MOSTGOMEllI. 



Wnir A MEJIOIR OF THE AUTHOR. 



BOSTON: 
LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The four firet Tolumes of this edition of Mont- 
gomery are a reprint, page for page, of the poetua 
collected and revised by fie Author himself in 
1841. The fifth volume contains the "Original 
Hymns," also collected and revised by the author, 
in 1853, — excepting that portion of the volume so 
styled, which was taken from llie Collected Poeais ; 
and we have added, in an Appendix, a few pieces, 
of no particular value, culled from a considerable 
mass of ephemera] verse, which fJie overzealous 
biographers of the Poet have thought proper to 
insert in their portentous " Memoii-s." 
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Part IV 
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MEMOIR OF JAMES MONTGOMEEY. 



James Montgomery, one of the most popular 
of tie sacred or religious poets of England, was 
bora at Irvine in Ayrshire, on the 4th of Novem- 
ber, 1771. His parents were Irish — bis father a 
preacher of the Society of United Moravian 
Brethren. James was designed for the same office, 
and in his sixth year was placed in the Moravian 
establishment at Fulneck, near Leeds, where he was 
aa effectually excluded from the world and all its 
ways, as if he had been immured in a Dominican 
convent. 

A love of poetry was kindled in him by heai-ing 
one of his masters read aloud Blair's Grave, He 
refused fo study for the ministry ; and both his par- 
ents being then dead (thoy had died in Barbadoes, 
his father having been sent on a missionary enter- 
prise to the West Indies), the Brethren at Pulneck 
put James apprentice to a grocer in Mirfield. He 
disliked the drudgery of the shop, wrote verses, 
and at length, ran away, with thi-ee shillings and 
sixpence in his pocket. 

(vii) 
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V311 MEMOIR OF 

Aftor some wayside hardships and wanderings, 
ho got engaged as shop-boy in the pretty Yorkshire 
village of Wath, where he remained for a twelve- 
month. He nest removed to London, iutent on 
pubhshing a volume of poetry ; but the Brethren 
of the Row were as adverse to his poetical ambi- 
tion BM the Brethren of Fulneck ; and he was glad 
to obtain employment from one of the number, 
Harrison, a well-known publisher, as clerk and as- 
sistant. He soon tired of London, and retraced 
his steps back fo Wath, perhaps induced in some 
degree by recollection of a certain Nancy Wain- 
wright, " one of the Wath beauties, whom, I am 
afraid," he says, " I'sometimes looked at in church 
more than was proper." The looks came to noth- 
ing ; and this is the only instance of any thing lite 
an approach fo gallantry in the long bachelor life 
of Montgomery. 

Li his twenty-first year he made another and 
final removal. He went to Sheffield as clerk to 
Mr, Grales, an auctioneer and publisher of a week- 
ly newspaper, the Sheffield Register. This paper 
was liberal in its tone and tendencies, and Mr. 
Gale was marked out as a disaffected man. The 
whole nation was at that time agitated by the ex- 
ample or by dread of revolutionized France ; spies 
and informers abounded ; and local rulers, like the 
government, were jealous and eager to convict 
The Sheffield editor was wrecked in the political 
storm ; the Hegister went down, and in its place 
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JAMES MONTGOMERY. ix 

the Iris came forth, with James Moiilgomery for 
its conductor and proprietor. 

He was now in a congenial and independent posi- 
tion ; he bad a weekly outlet for all his thoughts 
and musings, whether in proso or verse ; and, 
though no politician, ho had a true poet's love of 
liberty, and hatred of meanness, fraud, or oppres- 
sion. He was determined to he prudent ; he was 
by nature inoffensive ; yet within a twelvemonth, 
before he had completed his twenty-fiflh year, he 
was twice convicted, fined, and imprisoned for libels. 
He had printed for a hawker some copies of two 
old songs that remained type tl e ofUce. One 
of them related to the lestruct on of tte Eastile in 
1789, and was surmounted by a r le wood-cut re- 
presenting Liberty and tl e Br t h lion. TJie 
hawker sold the songs n the streets, ingeniously 
drawing attention to his wares by crying " straws 
to sell." The purchaser of a straw, price one half- 
penny, obtained a copy of the ballads ; and one of 
the ShefSeld constables, acute as Dogberry, smelt 
treason in this device of the straws, and in the 
"efflgics" of Liberty and tho Lion. The printer 
was traced ; he was found to be the suspected edi- 
tor of the Ins ; and Montgomery, after a form of 
trial, was sentenced to three months' imprisonment 
in Tork Castle, and to pay a fine of 20?. 

His second offence consisted in some reflections 
on the conduct of a colonel of mihtia, who had dis- 
played superabundant zeal and recklessness in 
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X MEMOia OF 

quelling a street riot. After an extraordinary 
scene of contradictory evidence, a verdict was 
given agmnst the publisher of the Iris, and he was 
sent again to York Castle, but for a period of sis 
months, and with the further penalty of a fine of 
30?. Such oppression seems almost incredible now ; 
and Montgomery said, that " no man who did not 
live amidst (he delirium of those evil days and that 
strife of evil tongues, could imagine the bitterness 
of animosity which infatuated the zealous parti- 
sans." In his own case he lived to see it all ex- 
tinguished. He ultimately found friends among his 
old opponents — even the fiery militia colonel; but 
for some years he was neither democratic emugh 
for the wild reformers, nor submissive enough to 
serve the purposes of the local magnates, and his 
editorial life was truly a life of martyrdom. He 
was able to retire from it altogether in the year 
1825, and on that occasion a great public banquet, 
presided over by Viscount Milton, was given him 
by his townsmen and neighbors, men of all ranks, 
classes, and distinctions. Politics and political 
strife were now buried forever, and there was a 
long day of warmth and sunshine after the cold 
blasts of the mornmg. 

The literary career of Montgomery dates from 
his incarceration in York Castle. He wrote there, 
and published in 1797, Prison Amusements, a series 
of short poems, which had only a local reputation. 
In 1805 he issued another poem, Tlie Ocean; and 
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JAMES MONTGOMERT. XI 

in 180C, The Wanderer of Switzerland, and other 
Poems. The last of these volumes had gone 
through two editions, when it happened to fall into 
the critical hands of Francis Jeffrey, and received 
a check which, to the sensitive poet, seemed to 
threaten nothing less than the annihilation of his 
hopes and labore. The JEdmhurgh Heview de- 
nounced the unfortunate volume in a style of such 
authoritative reprobation as no mortal verse could 
he espected to survive. The critio, however, 
proved a bad prophet: the work continued popular 
because it was really worthy of popularity ; and 
the criticism must be set down as one of those 
wanton sins against good taste and proper feeling 
which the Heview occasionally perpetrated in its 
nonage, befoi-e it had attmned to years of discre- 
tion. 

Montgomery's next poetical production was writ- 
ten to commemorate the abohfion of the slave- 
trade, and was entitled The West Indies. It is in 
the heroic couplet of Dryden and Pope, and exhib- 
its the poet's command of that peculiarly English 
Btjle of verse, the best of all for narrative poetry. 
In 1813 appeared The World lefore the Flood, also 
in the same measure ; in 1819, Greenlosid, a poem 
founded on the Moravian mission to that remote 
territory ; and in 1827 The Pelican Island, a de- 
scriptive poem in blank verse, and which is unques- 
tionably the most original and powerful of all Mont- 
gomery's works. Numerous exquisite little pieces 
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from Ilia pen came forth in tie annuals and otlier 
periodicals ; aod he collected two volumes of 
sfcetclies, published under the quaint title of Prose 
by a Poet. 

In the winter of 1830-31 he delivered a course 
of lectures on poetry and general literature at the 
Eoyal lustitution, which were afterwards puhlished 
in one volume. He was now recognized as a 
standai'd English classic, unrivalled in popular 
sa«red poefry and in the poetry of the domestic 
affections by all but Cowper. His verse was clear, 
copious, and flowing; always' musical, and often 
atiikingly picturesque. If he had no secret beau- 
ties of diction or subtle trains of thought and imag- 
ination. Lis works displayed a high and pure moral 
feeling and strong religious faith, untinctured by 
sectarian formality or exclusivenesa. In his poetry, 
as in his life, James Montgomery exhibited a catho- 
lic spirit that embraced whatever was lovely and of 
good report. He looked beyond the grave, but 
never neglected any form of sufioring humanity, or 
call of active duty and brotherly sympathy. 

In 1841 a collected edition of Montgomery's 
works was published in four volumes ; and so late 
as 1853 he issued aseiies ot Ortffintd M/mns. To 
his limited means — the smdl hoard accumulated 
through jpira of tod and ■inxiPty — the govern- 
ment, on tlie recommendation oi S r Kobert Peel, 
added a pension of 150/ per annum The latter 
ye-iro of the old poet weie thus passed in ease and 
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comfort. To all benevolent anil mihsiouaiy scliemes 
he lent a willing handj his townsmen Wei* proud 
of him, and hia society was much courted. When 
he had nearly reached the allotted period of three- 
score and tea, he made a pilgrimage tii Scotland, 
and finding out the house in the "Half-way" of 
Irvine where lie first saw the light, he shed a flood 
of tears at the humble scene of his birth. He was 
publicly received by tlie magistrates and other in- 
habitants of Irvine ; and in Edinburgh he also met 
with a marked and honorable reception. His his- 
tory altogether afibrds a fine example of virtuous 
and successful perseverance, and of genius devoted 
to pure and noble ends, — not a feverish, tumul- 
tuous, and splendid career, like that of some greater 
poetical heirs of immortality, but a course ever 
brightening as it proceeded, — calm, useful, and 
happy. He attained to the great age of more than 
eighty-two years, dying at his residence near Shef- 
field on the 30th of April, 1854. Memoirs of his 
life and writings, with extracts from his correspond- 
ence and journals (somewhat too voluminous and 
indiscriminate), have been published, in 7 vols. 8vo, 
1855—6, by two of his friends, John Holland and 
James Everett. 
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GENERAL PREFACE. 



On the appearance of a new edition of these col- 
lected works, at so late a period of his long and 
desultory coarse, the author feels himself justified 
in giving more publicity than would formerly have 
been expedient to some of those peculiar circum- 
stances, which, having governed his choice of sub- 
jects, and influenced bis manner of handling them 
in bis earlier compositions, have continued more 
or less to determine the character and tone of the 
whole. 

The small pieces, accompanying "The Wan- 
DEEEB OP SwiTZEitDAND," in the first volume, 
which gained for him a name, however humble, 
among his poetical contemporaries, were almost ex- 
clusively personal; — reveries, reminiscences, and 
anticipations referring to blighted hopes, existing 
troubles, and fearful forebodings of evils to come. 
Of this singularity, he was so little conscious at the 
time, that, when first pointed out to him, the dis- 
covery alarmed the morbid egotism which had 
betrayed him into it, quite as much as the offence 
itself, if it were one, shocked the modesty, and pro-- 

VOL. 1. B (xvii) 
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yoked the scorn, of critics in ' the highest place. 
Without pretending to vindicate this or any other 
indiscretion, into which he may have been misled 
hy that self-love which is self-ignorance, or that 
ignorance of the world which is not the greatest 
crime in it, espedally when found in a young man, 
— be must now, at an advanced age, hazard ilie 
charge of committing a more aggravated offence of 
the same kind (since what is venial in verse may 
be deemed unpardonable in prose), when he frankly 
lays before his readers such information concerning 
himself as shall enable those, who will take the 
necessary pains, to better understand, and more 
correctly to appreciate, the merits or delects of pro- 
ductions, which have incurred more censure and 
won more favor than can often fall to the Jot of an 
obscure and solitary adventurer in verse. 

Passing over in this place the vicissitudes of his 
previous life till, at the age of twenty years, he 
became a resident in the town of Sheffield, he will 
.offer, as the least exceptionable mode of communi- 
cating the proposed intelligence, portions of two 
statements which have been locally circulated, when 
he retired from the invidious station, which he had 
maintained, for more than thirty years, through 
good report and through evil report, as proprietor 
and eonduetor of the Iris, a weekly jonrnal suf- 
ficiently notorious in its day. The first of these 
documents contains an exposition of the motives 
and prindples on which he had acted, — and acted 
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at his peril even to the last, — througliOQt liis edi- 
torial career ; presented in full c-onfideiice to those 
who, at the time and upon the spot, were the most 
competent judges of the writer's "peraeity. The 
following paragraphs are quoted from the farewell 
to bia readers when he had pai-ted with the above- 
mentioned property, — nut because he had made 
his fortune, but because he could not afford t" make 
it at the expense of so much peace of mind as the 
effort increasingly cost him, " so to exercise (him- 
self) as to have always a conscience void of offence, 
toward God and toward men," — a duty, which he 
found harder and harder to fulfil, just in proportion 
as he became more and more impressed with the 
responsibility which he owed to both for what he 
sent forth into the world on all manner of subjects, 
and among all classes of the community. 

"Shefpiblo, September 37, 1825. 

"A man can seldom spealt of himself, in pnbli<^ 
without appealing vain or ridiculous. Tet there 
are occasions when, at any peril, it is right for him 
to do so. After having conducted the Iris for one- 
and-thirty years and upwards, I ought not to Say 
down my pen without a few words at parting, 

" I came to this town in the spring of 1792, a 
stranger and friendless, without any intention or 
prospect of making & long residence in it, much 
less of advancing myself, either by industry or' 
tiJenta, to a situation tliat should give me ih& 
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opportunity of doing muoli evil or much goorl, a-; I 
might act irith indiaoretion or temperance. Tlie 
whole nation, at that time, was disturbed fivDm its 
propriety by tlie example and influence of revolu- 
tionized France ; nor was there a district in the 
kingdom more agitated by the passions and preju- 
dices of the day than this. The people of Shef- 
field, in whatever contempt they may have been 
held by supercilious censors, ignorant of their char- 
acter, were then, as they are now, and as I hope 
they ever will be, a reading and a thinking people. 
According to the knowledge which they had, there- 
fore, they judged for themselves on the questions 
of reform in parliament, liberty of speech and of 
the press, the rights of man, and other egregious 
paradoxes, concerning which the wisest and best 
men have always been divided, and were never 
more so than at the period above mentioned, when 
the decision, either way, was not to be merely 
speculative, but practical, and lo afieet permanently 
the condition of all classes of persons in the realm, 
from the monarch to the pauper, — so deep, com- 
prehensive, and prospective was the view taken by 
every body, on the issue of the controversy. The 
two parties in Sheffield, as elsewhere, arrayed 
themselves on the contrary extremes ; some being 
for every thing that was old, the rest for every 
thing that was new. There was eo moderation on 
either side : each had a little of the truth, while 
the main body of it lay between ; yet it was not 
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for this that they were contending (like the Greeks 
and Trojans for tlie body of Patrodus), but for 
those few dissevered limbs which they already pos- 
sessed. 

■' It was at ' the height of this great ar^mpnt,' 
tliat I was led into the thn,l.est of the conflict, 
lliough, happily for myself, under do obligation, to 
take an active ehaie m it With all the enlhu 
siasin of youth, — foi I had not then arrived it 
years of discretion, — I entered into the feelings 
of those who ■wowed themsehes the tnends of 
freedom, justice, and huminitj Tho'e with whom 
I was immediately connected venly weie such , and 
had all the reformers of ttiat era been generous, up- 
right, and disinteresled, like the noble-minded pro- 
prietor of the Sheffield Eegister (as this paper was 
then called), the cause which they espoused would 
never have been disgraced, and might have pre- 
vailed even at that time, since there could have 
been nothing to fear and all to hope from patriotic 
measures supported by patriotic men. Though 
with eveiy pulse of my heart beating in favor of 
the popular doctrines, my retired and religious 
education had laid restniints upon my conscience, 
which (I may fearlessly say ao) long kept me back 
, from personally engaging in the civil war of words 
raging in the neighborhood, beyond an occasional 
rhyme, pai-agraph, or essay, in the newspaper, 
written rather for the purpose of showing my liter- 
ary tlian my poliiical i|ualJftcations. Ignorant of 
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myself, aiid inesperienced in tlie world as a cliild 
of seven yeai's old, Iiaviug actually not lived so 
long among its e^ery-day inhabitants, even when I 
became editor of the Iris,I, nevertheless, waa pre- 
served from joining myself to any of the political 
societies till they were broken up in 1794, when T 
confess I did assodate with the remnant of one of 
them for a purpose which I shall never be ashamed 
to avow, — to support the families of several ac- 
cused leaders, who were detained prisoners in Lon- 
don, under the suspension of the Habeas Corpus 
Act, and who were finally discharged wiftout hav- 
ing been brought to trial. I simply state the fact ; 
any explanation of my motives would be irrelevant 
here: they satisfied me then, and they satisfy me 
now. Since that time I have had no coiTeapond- 
ence with any political party whatever. 

" From the first moment when I became the 
director of a public journal, I took my own ground ; 
I have stood upon it through many years of changes, 
and I rest by it this day, as having afforded me a 
shelter through the far greater portion of my Ufe, 
and yet offeriog me a grave when I shall no longer 
have a part in any thing done under the sun. And 
this waa my ground, — a plain determinafion, come 
wind or sun, come fire or water, to do what was 
right. I lay stress upon the purpose, not on the 
performance, for that was the pole star to which my 
compass was pointed, though with considerable vari- 
ation of the needle ; for, through characteristic 
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weakness, pcryersity of understanding, or self-suf- 
ficiency, I have often erred, failed, and been over- 
come by temptation on the wearisome pilgi-image 
through which I have toiled : — now struggling 
through 'tbe Slough of Despondency;' then fight- 
ing with evil spirits, in ' the Valley of Humilia- 
tion;' more than once escaping martyrdom from 
'Vfuiity Fair,' and once at least (I will not say 
when) a prisoner in 'Doubting Castle,' under the 
discipline of Giant Despair. Now, though I am 
not writing this address in one of the shepherds' 
tents on the 'Delectable Mount^ns,' yet, like 
Eunyan's Christian, I can look back on the past, 
with all its anxieties, trials, and conflicts, thankful 
that it is the past. Of the future I have little fore- 
sight, and I desire none with respect to this life, 
being content that 'shadows, elouda, and darkness 
dwell upon it,' if I yet may hope that ' at evening 
time there will be light.' But I must return to 
days gone by. 

" It was on the 4th of July, 1794, that the first 
Jris, in succession to the She^eld Register, was 
published. Then, and for twelve months ensuing, 
I was in partnership with aa esteemed coadjutor, 
by whose liberality and confidence I was enabled 
the next year to continue the paper alone. This 
was done under disadvantages and difficulties, of the 
extent of which I was little aware ; I persevered, 
however, through a series of sufieringa, desertions, 
crosses, and calamities without a name, against 
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whicli I had nothing to oppose but tie sliield of 
patient endurance, for neither sword uor sptiar was 
found in my hand, I had many foes, but I did not 
overcome them in battle ; I outlived their enmity ; 
and so mercifully did the Providence of God over- 
rule their wrath, that when they had repeatedly tri- 
umphed over me, the very hands which had smitten 
me down were stretched out to raise me up, and by 
the arms that had fought against me I was sup- 
ported for years in a path of moderate prosperity. 
At the commencement of my career, ' twice in the 
course of twelve months I was sentenced lo fine 
and imprisonment for imputed oiFences.' I choose 
to quote these words from the preface to the first 
volume ia which I appeared as an author. I can 
now add, that all the persons who were actively 
concerned in the prosecutions against me in 1794 
and 1795 are dead, and without exception they 
died ip peace with me. I believe I am quite cor- 
rect in saying, that from each of them distinctly, in 
the sequel, I received tokens of good-will, and 
from several of them substantial proofe of kindness. 
I mention not this as a plea in extenuation of 
ofiences for which I bore the penalty of the law ; I 
rest my justification, in these cases, now on the 
same grounds, and no other, on which I rested my 
justification then. I mention the circumstance to 
the honor of the deceased, and as an evidence, that, 
amidst all the violence of that distracted time, a 
better spirit was not extinct, but finally prevailed, 



.-byGoogle 



anil by its healing influence did indeed comfort 
those who had heen conscientious sufferers. Such 
at least was my experience, and gratitude to Grod 
and man required this testimony from me, when the 
motives from whi(:h it is giyen cannot he suspected. 
" On two other occasions I was in danger of legal 
vengeance. In the first case, I had been merely 
the printer and publisher of a tract, for a person of 
wealth and character, who, I admit, may possibly 
have been ignorant of the misery of fear and sus- 
pense in which he involved me, for, till a prosecu- 
tion should be actually commenced, I had deter- 
mined never to apply to him, and I ne\er did. 
[Nor did he ever allude to the ciicumstance in later 
intercourse with me.] That gentleman, it living, 
now i-eaides far from Sheffield, and will not be be- 
trayed by this intimation concerning i lict, ^^hich I 
State as a warning to inexperienced publishers. 
The article itself was a speculative argument re- 
specting war, and, like all other charges which 
have been brought against me, referred to the 
iniquity of shedding man's blood. The next case 
of threatened but abortive pi-osecution assumed a 
more formidable aspect, the subject being a para- 
graph of my own, which appeared in the Iris in 
the autumn of 1805, containing some strictures on 
the campaign in Germany, ia which the renowned 
General Maek certainly saved an immense effusion 
of human blood by surrendeiing himself and his 
army alive into the hands of Buonaparte. I never 
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knew how this blow missed me, for it was aimed 
with a coi'diality that meant no repetition of the 
stroke. I had made up my mind to meet it, ' as 
the anvil meets tlie hammer,' — to avow the senti- 
ments, and stand or fall by them, without any other 
defence than the simple plea of 'Not guilty.' — 
The death of Lord Helsoa probably saved me ; for 
in the nest Tris, having to announce that lamentable 
event, I did it in aueh a strain of patriotism (iu the 
best sense of iJiat word) that my former week's dis- 
loyalty was thereafter overlooked, I have some- 
times thought that I was indebted for my escape to 
the firmness and good sense of a gentleman in 
authority, who declined to countenance the conspir- 
acy against me. 

'No man who Jjd not live imidst the delirium 
of those evil diya, and that strife of evil tongues, 
can well imigine the bitterness of animosity which 
infatuated th'' zealous pattnans I was peculiarly 
unfoitunate in being the heir, 1 may sav, to the 
tietsuted miath that was ready to burst upon the 
he'id of mj predet-ea'^or, ^t my very outset in the 
woild of politics for example, — before I had com- 
mitted any offence whatever — I found myself 
visited with a pum-,hment directly intended for an- 
other in the withdriwil of all the connti advertise- 
ments from the Ins, merely because it took the 
vacated place of the Sheffield Segister. It was 
years before those advertisements were allowed to 
me. Way, such was the reign of terror at home, 
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that persons, well disposed to serve me in the way 
of biisiaess, have hrought their orders to the office, 
with eKpress injunctions that no imprint shoald 
appear at the foot of their bills, &c. lest they should 
give offence, and come to harm for having em- 
ployed an ohiioxions press. 

" It is true, that, amidst all these tribulations, I 
had many ardent and active friends, by wbose help 
I was carried through my legal adversities with 
small pecuniary loss, and with al! the consolations 
which kind offices could afford. One instance of 
rare magnanimity I must mention. The late Doc- 
tor Bkowh'K stood by nie through every perplexity. 
He was then at ihe head of the town, and having 
the command of all the public business, he never 
failed to throw as much of it inta my hands as cir- 
cumstances would warrant. What rivals solicited, 
and enemies would have intercepted, he resolutely 
and gratuitously bestowed upon me, though I never 
asked a boon of him, nor in any way compromised 
my own independence to insure his patronage. 
Even when I was under prosecution, and in prison, 
at the instance of those with whom he ivaa polit- 
ically connected, he never changed countenance to- 
wards me, nor omitted sm opportunity of serving 
me. The resolutions and addresses of loyal meet- 
ings he has repeatedly brought away with him to 
my ofSce, jocularly telling me what battles he had 
been fighting in my behalf to win them. The man- 
liness with which these favors wore conferred, gave 
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them a gru«e and a value beyond wliat I could esti- 
mate at the time, and, probably secured for me a 
measure of personal respect ia the town, which, 
otherwise, I might not have so easily obtained. It 
was in the crisis of my affairs, and during the heed- 
lessness of youili respecting ulterior consequences, 
that he thus delicately and dexterously aided me, 
both against my adveraaries and myself. Mean- 
while I did not shrink from expressing my own 
opinions in the very newspapers which he made tlie 
vehicle of his when at variance with mine ; nor did 
I perceive that I lost his esteem by such conduct. 
On one occasion, indeed (not political), we had a 
misunderstanding respecting a point which he very 
earnestly urged, but which I would not yield, be- 
cause I was confldentiy right, according to my most 
deliberate judgment. This disagreement occurred 
during a personal interview at his bouse ; but I had 
scarcely reached home, when I received from him 
a conciliatory message, which did equal credit to 
his candor and Ms condescension. This tribute I 
gladly pay to the memory of the greatest public 
character that has done honor or service to Shef- 
field i and I should pi'ove myself unworthy of his 
former regards, if I did not thus record the name 
of Doctor Bkowne as one of my eai-liest, longest, 
and best benefactors. 

" At the close of 1 805 ended the romance of my 
life : the last twenty years have brought their cares 
and their trials with them, but these Iiave been of 
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tlie ordinary kind, — not always the better fo beai- 
on that account. On a i-eyiev7 of them I can a.farm, 
that I have endeavored, accoi'ding to my knowledge 
and ability, to serve my townspeople and my coun- 
try with as little regard to the fear or favor of 
party men as personal infirmity would admit. 
From the beginning I have been no favorite with 
such characters. By ^the Aristocrats' I was perse- 
cuted, and abandoned by 'the Jacobins' (as the 
contending factions were recipi'ocally styled in those 
days). I have found as little grace in the sighl of 
the milder representatives of these Iwo classes in 
later times; yet, if either have cause to complain, 
it is, that I have occasionally taken part with the 
other, and sometimes dissented from both, — a pre- 
sumptive proof of my impartialily. "Whatever 
charges of indecision may be brought against me 
by those who will see only one side of every thing, 
while I am often puzzled by seeing so many as 
hardly to be able to make out the shape of the 
object, — it cannot be denied, that, on the most im- 
portant questions which have exercised the under- 
standings or the sympathies of the people of England, 
1 have never flinched fram declaring my own senti- 
ments, at the saciifice both of popularity and inter- 
est. I refrain fi-om particulars. 

" If I have not done all the good which I mighl, 
and which I ought to have done, I have rejected 
many opportunities of doing mischief; a negative 
kind of virtue, which sometimes costs no small self- 
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denial Id the editor of a public journal to practise. 
WLile I quit a painful responsibility in laying down 
my office, I am sensible that I resign the . possession 
of gi'eat power and influence in the neighborhood. 
These I cannot have exercised through so many 
years, without having made the character of my 
townspeople something diffei-ent from what it would 
have been, had I never come among them. Whether 
they are better or worse for my existence here, they 
themselves are the beat judges. This I can affirm, 
tJiat I have perseveringly ' sought the peace of tte 
eity' wherein I was 'led aa an exile to dwell; and 
never neglected an occasion (so far as I can remem- 
ber) to promote the social, moral, and intellectual 
improvement of its inhabitants. Nor in retirement 
can I foi^et, that the same duly I still owe to them. 
Either through the channel of this paper, or by 
personal exertions for the public welfai-e, I shall be 
happy to avail myself of any favorable oppoiiunity 
to show my gratitude for all the hospitality, patience, 
kindness, and friendship, which I have hitherto ex- 
perienced from the people of Sheffield." 

After circulating the foregoing addi-eas at the 
close of his editorial course, the Author of these 
volumes had no thought of further intruding his 
personal affairs upon the public, either at home or 
abroad ; but, in November of the same year (1825), 
an entertainment having been given him by his 
townspeople and neighbors, of every shade of po- 
litical and religious distinction, avowedly as a token 
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of respect and esteem for him, both in his public 
and his private character, he was necessarily called 
upon to make some acltnowledgment for the honor 
and kindness thus bestowed upon him. From the 
printed report of the sentiments which he uttered 
on that occasion, the following passages referred, 
more distinctly than would have been becoming in 
the newspaper farewell, to tis literary aspirations, 
disappointments, and successes. The preamble and 
close, bearing principally upon the speaker's con- 
duct ill certain local couc«m9 with which he had 
been long and actively connected, would be irrele- 
vant here. Lord Viscount Milton (now the Eai'l 
FitzwiUiam) being in the chair, their guest gave 
the following account to his Lordship and the com- 
pany of his foi-mer labors and suffeiings : — 

"I do not know that I ever stood in a more diffi- 
cult situation than that in which I find myself at 
this moment. I have often encountered opposition, 
and if I. have seldom triumphed, I have never been 
so vanquished by hostility, but that 1 have ia the 
end risen above it. Against friendship, however, I 
cannot hold out ; the force of kindness is too much 
for me ; I yield, and east myself on your indulgence, 
confident that this will not fail me, though both 
thoughts and language may, in attempfing to address 
you under my present embarrassment. 

" Since I came to this town I have stood through 
many a fierce and hitler storm, and I wrapt the maa- 
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tie of pride tighter and tighter about my bosom, 
the heavier and harder the blast beat upon me ; 
nay, when I was prostrate in (he dust, without 
power to rise, or a friend strong enough to raise 
me, I still clung to my pride, or, rather, ray pride 
clung to me, like the venomed robe of Hercules, 
not to be torn away but at the expense of life itself. 
However haughtily I may have carried myself la 
later trials and conflicts, the warmth and sunshine , 
of this evening, within these walls, compel me, irre- 
sistibly, because willingly, to cast off eveiy encum- 
brance, to lay my pride at your feet, and stand 
before you modestly, yet upright, in the garment of 
humility. But the humility which I now assume is 
as remote as possible from baseness and servility ; 
nay, it is allied to whatever is noble and excellent 
in social feeling, — it is the offspiing of gratitude ; 
gratitude for the favor shown to me this day, by 
friends, fellow-townsmen, and neighbors. The deaf 
and dumb boy being required to define 'gratitude,' 
wrote down upon his slate, ' it is the remembrance 
of the heart ; ' — may my heart never lose its 
memory ! 

" With politics I do not mean to trouble you 
here ; I have already made my last speech and 
confession on those topics, as Editor of the Iris. 
Eespecting that farewell address, I know not that I 
have any thing to add, to explain, or to retract I 
give credit to every gentleman present for as much 
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n the choice of his opinions, and as much 
independence in the assertion of them, as I have 
always claimed for myself; I only ask, what, in- 
deed, the pi-esence of so many reputable persons of 
dissimilar persuasions, at Jliis social board, assuTOS 
me that I have, — I only asli that I may be judged 
by othere as I myself desire to judge them. I may 
be allowed to observe, that if there be a day in the 
three hundred and sixty-five that compose the year, 
— and surely out of three hundred and sixty-flve 
there must be one at least, — on which the civil war 
of parties should he suspended, and a truce, nay, a 
jubilee, of all true patriots held ; it is the fourth of 
November (the speaker's birthday), on which are 
commemorated, not the event only, but the prind- 
ples, of the revolution of 1688. From tliese prin- 
ciples we all profess to derive our peculiariliea ; — ■ 
before we take one step then towards dissension, we 
are all standing on common ground, and, to be con- 
sistent, we must be concordant to-day. 

" But the f«rms of the requisition for this meet- 
ing warrant, if they do not malte it incumbent ou 
me, that I should allude to a character, in which I 
have won more honor, and hardly suffered less se- 
verely, than I have done in politics. In the issue 
of circumstances too minute and perplexing to bear 
exposure here, tlie following was my situation when 
I came, a stranger, to Sheifield. I had fondly, fool- 
ishly, sacrificed all my friends, connections, and 
prospects in life, and thrown myself headlong into 
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the world, with the sole view of acquiring poetic 
lauvels. The early, ardent breathing of my soul 
from boyhood Iiad been, 

' What slinU I do to ba for ever known? ' 

and to gain 'golden opinions from all sorts of men' 
l)y the power of my imagined genius, was tlie cher- 
whed hope and determined purpose of my mind. 
In Ihe retirement of Fulneet, among the Moravian 
Brethren, by whom I had been educated, I was 
nearly as ignorant of the world and its every-day 
concerns, as those gold fi'ihes swimming about in 
the glass globe on the pedestal befoi-e us are of what 
we are doing ai'ound them ; and when I took the 
rash step of running into the vortex, I was nearly 
as little prepared for the bu'-iness of general life, 
as tliey would be to tal.e a part in our proceedings, 
were they to leap out of fheir element upon this 
table. The experience of something move than two 
years (at the time to which I now refer) had 
awakened me to the uopoetical realities around me, 
and I was left to struggle alone amidst the ci-owd 
that compose the ivorld, without any of those in- 
spiring motives left to cheer me, under the delusive 
influence of which I had flung myself amidst scenes, 
and into society, for which I was wholly unfit by 
feeling, taste, Iiabit, or bodily constitution. Thus, 
I came hither, with all my hopes blighted hke the 
leaves and blossoms of a premature spring, when 
the woods are spun over with insects' webs, or 
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crawling with caterpillai's. There was yet life, but 
it was perverae, unnatural life, in ,mj mind ; and 
the renown which I found to be unattainable, at 
that tirue, by legitimate poetry, I resolved to secure 
by such means as made many of my contemporaries 
notorious. I wrote verse in the doggerel sfi'ain of 
Peter Pindar, and piobe sometuues in imitation of 
Fielding and Smollett, and occasionally in the 
strange style of the Geiman play and romances 
then in vogue. Effort aftfr effort failed. A Prov- 
idence of disappointment bhut every door in my 
face, by which I attempted to force my way to a 
dishonorable fame. I was thus happily saved from 
appearing aa the author of worlcs which, at this 
hour, I should have been ashamed to acknowledge 
before you. Disheartened at length with ill success, 
I gave myself up to indolence and apathy, and lost 
seven, years of that part of my youth which ought 
to have been the most active and profitable, in alter- 
nate listlessness and despondency, wsing no further 
exertion in my office affairs than was necessary to 
keep up my credit under heavy pecuniary obliga- 
tions, and gradually though slowly to liquidate 

"During this dreary interval, I had but one 
friend and counsellor at home, Mr. Ebekezeb 
Khodes,* and another at Manchester, Mr. Joseph 
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AsTOcf, with whom I frequently [ nl d To 

these two I confided my schem nt i and 

miscarriages ; and they, 3o far a th y Id on- 
soled me with anticipations of a favorable change 
in the taste of the times, or a luckier application of 
my talents, when such productions as mine might 
be aeeeptable to the public. About the year 1803 
1 wrote, in my better vein of serlousnesa (being 
sickened with buffoonery aod extravagance), a lyric 
poem, which appeared in the Iris under a signature 
not likely to betray me. Such were the unexpected 
applauses bestowed upon this piece (especially by 
the friends whom I have named), that, thencefor- 
ward I returned to the true Muses, ahjui-ed my 
former eccentricities, and said to myself. 

Though I made not a Kteral vow to this purport, 
yet I have ever since endeavored to act as though 
such a vow were upon me ; and I do think, that no 
person in this room, or elsewhei-e, can rise up to 
contradict me. One occasional lay after another, 
in the same reformed spirit, were issued in the 
coui-se of the two following years. I then began to 
collect the series into a volume for piiblicatiou. 
While this was slowly proceeding through my own 

Feakcis CHaNTEKl. Mr. Ehoebs migUt have been a poet of 
no macm ordei', had he conlmned to etdtiyate the ttilent hy 
■which he was advantageously known in lus youth. He depM'l- 
ed tliis life in December, 1839. 
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press, a gentleman of high talent and skill both, in 
poetiy and pmnting, Mr. "William Caeey, made 
scTeral risits to Sheffield ; and with him I soon 
became so well acquainted, that I freely communi- 
cated to him my poems and my projects. With 
zeal, intrepidity, aad perseverance most exemplary, 
he took up my cause, and not only recommended 
the unknown poet in distant parts of the kingdom 
which he TiaiJed professionally, but made me better 
known as such even at home, where for a long 
period I had been principally celebrated as the 
writer of a weekly article, entitled Facts and 
Eumors, in my own newspaper. 

" Soon afterwards The Wandekek op Swtt- 
2EELAND appeared, and was immediately hailed by 
another stranger of distinguished abililjes, as a poet, 
an essayist, and a critic, the late Dr. Aikin. He 
took the poor foundling under his protection, — I 
may say, adopted it into his family, — for his iOus- 
trious sister, Mrs, Baebadld, and his accomplished 
daughter, Miss Lucy Aikin (who has since proved 
herself worlhy of her lineage by her own admi- 
rable writings), as well as two of the Doctor's sons, 
each eminently gifted, — I eagerly avail myself of 
the pr^ent happy opportunity of confessing obHga- 
tions, — these, all uttei'ly unknown to me, except 
by their respective works, introduced my little 
volume into the Uterary circles of the metropolis, 
and secured for it, within a few weeks, a reading. 
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which advertisementa and reylews might not hove 
obtained in twelve months. This poem and its 
accompaniments were rapidly rising in reputation, 
when a critical blast came over my second spring 
from so deadly a quarter {^The Edinhwgh Review), 
that I thoiight my immortality once more, and for 
the last time, slain. The devoted volume, however, 
survived, and it survives to tliia hour. Meanwhile 
one pubhcation after another was issued, and suc- 
cess upon success, an the course of a few years, 
crowned my labors, — not indeed with fame and 
fortune, as these were lavished on ray great con- 
temporaries, in compaiison with whose magnificent 
possessions on the British Parnassus, my small plot 
of ground is no more than Naboth's vineyard to 
Ahab's kingdom ; but it is my own, it is no copy- 
hold; I borrowed it, I leased il^ from none. Every 
foot of it 1 enclosed from the common myself; and 
I can say that not an inch which I had ouce gained 
have I ever lost. I atti'ibute this to jio extraordi- 
nary power of genius, or fehcity of talent in the 
application of such power as I may possess ; — the 
estimate of tliat I leave to you who hear me, not in 
this moment of generous enthusiasm, but when the 
evening's enjoyment shall come wnder the morn- 
ing's reflection: — the secret of my moderate suc- 
cess, I consider to have been the right direction of 
my abilities to right objects. In following this 
course I have had to contend with many diaadvan- 
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tages, as well as resolutely to avoid the most popu- 
lar and fashionable ways fo fame, I followed no 
mighty leader, belonged fo no school of the poets, 
pandered to no impure passion; I veiled no vice in 
delicate disguise, gratified no malignant propensity 
to personal satire ; courted no powerful patronage ; 
I wrote neither to suit tlie manners, the taste, nor 
the temper of the age ; but I appealed fo universal 
principles, to imperishable affections, to primary 
elements of our common nature, fouad wherever 
man is found in civilized society ; wherever Ms 
mind has beea rsused above barbarian, igno- 
rance, or his passions purified from brutal selfish- 
ness. 

"I sang of war, — but it was the war of free- 
dom, in which death was preferi-ed to chains. I 
sang tlie Abolition of the Slave Trade, that most 
glorious decree of the British Le^slature, at any 
period since the Revolution, by the first parliament^ 
in which you, my Lord, sat as the representative of 
Yorkshire. Oh ! how should I rejoice to sing the 
Abolition of Slavery itself, by some parliament of 
which your Lordship shall yet he a Member ! 
This great act of righteous legislation is surely not 
too remote to be expected even in our day. Re- 
nouncing the Slave Trade was only ' ceasing to 
do evil J ' extinguisliing slavery will be 'learning 
fo do well.' Again : I sang of love, the love of 
country, the love of my owq country ; for, 
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I.nml of mj futliers! tiiei. -, 

And, rail tliy elanilerers an f]iey will. 
With nU thy faults I love thea still 1 

I santf, likewise, the love of home; its charities, en- 
dearments, and relationship ; all that makes ' Home 
sweei Home ; ' the recollection of which, when the 
air of that name was just now played from yonder 
galleiy, warmed every heart throughout this room 
into quicker piilsations. I sang tlie love which 
man ougbt to bear towards his brother, of every 
kindred, and country, and clime upon earth. I 
sang the love of virtue which elevates man to Ha 
true standard under heaven ; I sang, too, the love 
of God, who is love. Nor did I sing in vain. I 
found readers and listeners, especially among the 
young, tlie fmr, and the devout; and as youtli, 
beauty, and piety will not soon cease out of the 
land, I may expect to be rememhei-ed through an- 
other generation at least, if I leave any thing 
behind me worthy of remembrance. I may add, 
that from every part of the Bntish empire, from 
every quarter of the world where our language is 
spoken, — from America, the East and West In- 
dies, from New Holland and the South Sea Islands 
themselves, — X have received testimonies of ap- 
probation from all ranks and degrees of readers, 
hailing what I had done, and cheering me for- 
ward. I allude not to ci'ilicisms and eulogiums from 



.-byGoogle 
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the press, Ijut to voluutary c 
unknown correspondents, coming to me like voices 
out of darkness, and giving intimation of tliat which 
die ear of a poet is always hearkening onward to 
eatch, — the voice of posterity. 

" But I might have beea a notable politician in 
my day, and forgotten as soon as my day was over. 
I might have been a far greater poet than I am 
deemed, and have left a name behind me, which 
would have rendered illustrious the place where I 
had so long resided ; and, in either of these cases, 
honors and rewards suitable to my pretensions 
might have been confen'ed upon me, — but they 
would not have been such as my townspeople and 
neighbors have this day bestowed upon me. For 
these I am mmniy indebte4 to a circumstance of 
equal interest both to the benefactors and the bene- 
ficiary, — I have been your feUow-laborer in many 
a gi'cat and good work for the amelioration of the 
condition, not of the poor only, but of every class 
of the community in Sheffield and Hallamshire, 
.... All eyes have been continually upon me ; anjl 
as I have seldom done absolutely ill, and appeared^ 
to be geaeially, nay, I will say sinceielj, Ihat I was 
actually — endeavoring to do well, I liave gamed 
credit for my deeds rather pioportioned to my 
obvious intentions than mj positive meiits. The 
rewards and honois which I am eajoyiug through 
your kindness, therefore, are not the hasty ei.pies- 
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sions of ffimp J f I — 1 y h b 
tlian. tLirty y P P -^ ^ 

return you my m f ad dalaL 

edgments ; but, n nl dI mfiky te 
(he situatioii m wh h ahepl 1 fmh 
day forward. 

"Ton have brought me to this altar of hospitality. 
We have broken bread, we have eat«n salt to- 
greiher. And you have done this, not merely fo 
give me a splendid proof, in the eyes of all the 
world, of the estimation iu which you hold my gen- 
eral conduct and character since I became an inhab- 
itant of Sheffield; — but you have done it, also, to 
require of me a pledge, that my future conduct and 
charactei" shall correspond with the past. And this 
I give you freely, fully, hand and heart and voice. 
.... But let me remind you, that you have com- 
mitted to my keeping a very perilous charge. The 
honor awarded to me, with all deference to your 
judgment, is one which perhaps ought rather to have 

been posthumous than antedated 'No man 

can be pronounced happy tiU he is dead,' said a 
sage of antiqui^. la tlie same spirit I may say, 
No man's character is secure till death has set the 
seal of eternity upon it. Mme, however, unsealed, 
you have given to my own custody. Eecollecting 
that the credit of yours is now implicated with it, I 
shall have a double motive to deliver safely, and in 
due course, tliis yet unratified instrument of trust, 
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at the grave, lliere to be enregistered till the great 
day of account. If I succeed in doing tliis, I may 
with confidence leave the care of my good namo to 
your posterity." 



The foregoing reooi'di, n-pscni'd from thp jiei'Uh- 
ing pages of the local newspapers of the day, will 
not, after the lapse of fifteen years, be less, but 
rather more necessary for the proper intelligence of 
many of the pieces, especially the earlier oaes, con- 
tained in these volume';. The principal poems are 
niiw republished in the same order as they origi- 
nally appeared, accompanied, for the most part, by 
the miscellaneous compositions then attached to 

From the preface to the former edition of these 
collected productions the following paragraph shall 
close this retrospective preamble: "On the greater 
part of these poems, tlie judgment of the pubfic has 
been so long exercised, and so gradually formed, 
that it may by this tim.e be considei'cd irreversible. 
Wherefore, having little further to hope, and less, 
perhaps, than once he had to fear, the Author is 
willing Ifl acknowledge, that, with the place which 
has been assigned to him among numerous and fat- 
more successful contemporaries, he has abundant 
reason to be satisfied. What may become of his 
name and his writings in the next age, it is not for 
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him to anticipate liere ; lie has Iionestly endeavored 
to serve his own generation, and, on (he whole, has 
been careful to leave nothing behind him to make 
file world worse for his having existed in it, and 
obtained an influence, however small, beyond his 
personal circle, and to the brief limit of what may 
be his posthumous memory." 
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WANDEKER OF SAVITZERLAND. 



A rOEM, m SIX PARTS. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The Wanderer of Svdizerland and other Poems 
appeared in the spring of 1806. The yolume liad 
been leisurely printed in the Iris Newspaper Office, 
when the occasional want of better employment for 
the types afforded opportunity. It was hegun witli- 
out atiy definite aim, continued without a hope 
■worth a fear of diBappointment, and completed at 
the liazard of proving as ephemeral as (Le ordinary 
issues from the same press. Most of the conteats 
were composed during this slow process. The lead- 
ing poem itself was so produced, and suhstituted 
for one of a veiy different character, the sheets of 
which were cancelled to niake room for it. Had 
this timely sacrifice of a favorite piece of juvenile 
extravagance not heen made, it is hardly to be im- 
agined that (he speculation would have been other 
than a fiiilure, though several of the smaller efiii- 
sions, under the signature of Alc^its, having found 
admission into the Poetical Regis!^ of preceding 
years, had attracted honorable notice from critics, 
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OF SWITZliKLAND. 

whose praise would have be«n sufficient, upon minds 
less depressed than the author's, to act as " Fame," 

" The spar that the clear spirit dotli raise, 
To scorn datiglita and live laborious days." 

MiLTON'B Lyddaa. 

The immediate ori^n of the first poem in the 
series was purely incidental. And ■ here, having 
good precedents, even in this fastidious age, to avoid 
the idle circumlocution of telling a plain tale of one's 
self in the third person, I shall venture hereafter lo 
use simple egotism in sucli preliminary remarks as a 
few of the folloiving compositions may seem to war- 
In the year 1798 the independence of Switzei-- 
laud had been virtually destroyed by France, though, 
till 1803, the cantons were nominally allowed to 
exercise home-jurisdiction, Bonapai'te then inter- 
fered, and ui^ed ttem to form " a constitution for 
the security of both countries;" — the wolf urging 
the lamb to frame a league for the equal security of 
the fold and tiie den! On the 13th of Januai-y, in 
the year last mentioned, the following paragraph 
was given in my Weekly Recapitulation of Facts 
and RamoTs: — "In his letter to. the Swiss depu- 
ties, Bonapai'te demands an entire aaciihce of aU 
their factious and selfish passions, and in the tame 
breath he sets them a noble example of diainleiestpd 
moderation, by peremptorily declaring that he will 
not permit the establishment of any kind ol govern- 
ment ip the cantons, which may he hostile to Ins 
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own, toi' Switzei'laind iititst in future be ihe open 
JroiUier of France." The law of the strongest of 
course prevailed, and the moimtaina were compelled 
to pass under the yoke; but of Ihe brave moun- 
taineers, laullitudes, scoi-ning submission, began 
immediately to emigrate to the neighboring coun- 
tries, but more especially to America, whither, it was 
aaid at tlie time, thousands had transported them- 
selves and their fitmihes into voluntary exile, with 
the view of establisliing a Swiss colony in some 
unoccupied part of the far West, On the 17th of 
February, tliis circumstance was thus i-ecorded, 
mider the head above mentioned in the Iris : — 
" The heai't of Switzerland is broken ; and Liberty 
has been driven from the only sanctuary which she 
had found on the Continent. But the unconquered, 
the unconquerable offipving of Tell, disdaJning to 
die slaves in the land where they wei-e born free, 
are emigrating to America. There, in some region 
remote and romantic, where Solitude has never seen 
the face of man, nor Silence been startled by hia 
voice, since the hour of creation, may the iUustrioua 
exiles find another Switzerland, another country 
rendered dear to them by the presence of Liberty, 
But even there, amidst mountains more awful, and 
forests more sombre than his own, when the echoes 
of the wildemeas shall be awakened by tlie enchant- 
ment of tJiat song which no Swisa in a foreign clime 
ever hears without fondly recalling the land of his 
nativity, and weeping with affecfion, how will the 
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6 THE WAKDEKFR O 

heart of the exile be wrung with home-sickness ! 
and oh I what a siekneaa of heart must tliat he, 
which arisen, not from ^hope deferred,' but from 
^hope exlinqiHthed, — yet remembered/'" 

A hiend, on leading these lines, said, "You 
should write a poem on the subject ; it is a fine one." 
I answered, " It might he made the burden of a 
ballad;" — the idea instantly spiinging up, fiat a 
metrical dialogue, after the manner aud about the 
length, of tlie well-known fragmentary cenio of 
" It was a friar of orders grey," etc., would be a fit 
medium to comprise and communicate Uie sentiments 
of the paragraph. The thought followed me, till I 
was compelled to turn round and follow it The 
first part of the Wanderer of Switzerland waa 
then struck out at a heat, and shown to my adviser ; 
he approved of it, and eneom^ed me to proceed. 
The phantom, however, flitted before me from one 
unexpected change in the plan to another, till, as I 
proceeded, taking the course that opened, rather 
than that which had been premeditated, I was 
caii-ied so far beyond the original conception, that 
the sole point which was aimed at in the commence- 
ment was the last that could be attained, at the 
close of the poem : for though I never lost sight 
of that object in the widest discursion by the way, 
it continued to recede as I pressed onward to 
approach it, hke one of the Alpine peaks in the 
scene of flie Song, resting, when first discovered, 
on the apparently near ling of tlie horizon, yet not to 
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IKTROnUCTION. 

be reached till all Die valleys, lakes, i 

between, hidden among their own intersectious, had 

been painfully, and step by step, traversed. 

The remaining contents of the volume were 
cliiefly melancholy mminations on personal sorrows 
and troubles, in which I had few to sympathize, and 
none to console ; for, though these were, externally, 
the obnoQS consequences of youtWul follies and 
misfortunes (see the General Preface), the main 
causes of my imesphuned malady lay far deeper, 
and were identified with the conditions on which 
life itself was held by tlie sufferer. These morbid 
symptoms of a " mind diseased " were too tempting 
not to expose the compositions that betrayed them 
and their author to the heartless sarcasms of those 
critical inquisitors, who, in the exuberance of self- 
complacency, delight to torment the miserable, when 
it can be done wisely — that is, with impunity. The 
unpretending volume, however, thus cast upon the 
world, met with such early and fostering favor 
among strangers of another class, that the first edi- 
tion of five hundred copies only being soon ex- 
hausted, my liberal booksellers, Messrs. Longman 
and Co., adopted the foundling work, and pub- 
lished Sl second of double that number ; which going 
off as quickly as the former, tbey issued a third 
impression of two thousand copies within a few 
months of ite first appearance. Then came a chec> 
wiiich threatened nothing less flian annihilation t( 
my labors and my hopos. Tiie Edinburgh Meviev 
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ot J^nlnlv 1807, denounced the unfoitunite vol 
ume 111 a tjie of such authoritative lepiobition 
as no mortal verse eould be expected lo sur\ivf 
EevieweiN may be mfelhble m their cntical judg 
ments — iiid m their own courts, they aie eo, of 
course, — but vlien the moat sag^ious of them turn 
prophets they show that thej hive as httle claim 
to that chara<,ter IS poets themsehe'i have m these 
de^enerifp diys when it can no longer be said, as of 
II, Ih.t 



The writer of the ai-ticle alluded to was pleased to 
say, in his plural capacily, " We are perfectly per- 
suaded, that, in less than three years, nobody will 
know the name of the Wanderer of Switzerland, or 
of any other of the poems in this collection;" — a 
prognostic as true, probably, as any thing else in the 
entire paper, and worthy, it must be confessed, of 
honorable mention, on the appearance, in the pres- 
ent series, of a thirteenth edition of the same 
poems, three and thirty years after they had been 
left for execution, in less than a tenth of the time 
which has elapsed since the sentence of oblivion was 
recorded. Of this, the critic himself may have 
had some second-aghted anticipation, when, within 
eighteen months from the utterance of this oi'acle, 
afourth impression (1,500 copie-s) of the condemned 
volume was passing through the press whence the 
Edinburgh Review itself was issued; while, for sev- 
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era! years afterwards, successive editions of that 
and other works from the same exeommuuicated 
quarter, were printed by Messrs, Janies Ballantyne 
and Co. And all these "feeble outrages" were 
committed, notwithstanding the tender mercy of the 
reviewer towards the culprit, so amiably exemplified 
in bis forbearance to do justice, till the third offence ' 
became " too alarming to be passed over," according 
to the following very frank acknowledgment in the 
preamble to the critique -■ — 

" We took compassion upon Mr. Montgomery, on 
his first appearance, conceiving him to be some 
slender youth of seventeen, intoxicated with weak 
tea, and the praises of sentimental ensigns, and other 
provincial literati, and tempted, in that situation, to 
commit a feeble outrage on the pubhc, of which the 
. recollection would be a sufficient punishment A 
third edition, however, is too alanning to be passed 
over iri silence ; and though we are perfectly per- 
suaded, that, in less than three years, nobody will 
know the name of tlie Wanderer of Switzerland, or 
of any of the other poems in this collection, still we 
think ourselves called upon to interfere, to prevent, 
in as far as in us lies, the mischief that may arise 
from the intermediate prevalence of so distressing an 
epidemic It is bard to say what numbers of in- 
genuous youth nnay be led to expose themselves in 
public, by the success of this performance, or what 
addition may be made in a few months to that great 
Bulking fund of bad tast«, which is daily wearing 
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10 THB WANDBKEB OF SWITZISKLAND 

down tlie debt which we have so long owed to the 
clasBical writers of antiquity." — Edinburgh Review, 
No. xviii. Janiiaiy, 1807. 

When a g^ant of twenty horae-power undcrfakea 

" To breiJi a butterfly upon a whuel," 

it is ten to one but he misses his aim, and stuns his 
own arm by the violence of the first stroke; while 
the silly insect flits away, to the delight o^ " it is 
■ hard io say, what numbers of ingenuous youth," who 
have been " led to expose themselves in puhhc," on 
so august an occasion, irreverently shouting, — 



*^ Tlie historical facts alluded to in the following 
narrative may be found in the Supplement to Coxe's 
Travels in Switzerland, Plcmta's Malory of &e 
Helvetic Confederal, and Zsckohkds Invasion of 
Switzerland by ike Frenoh in 1798, translated by 
Dr. Aikm. 
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WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND. 



PAETL 

A Wanderer of Sm^erland and Im Familn, consfednj af Jiis 
wye, hii Dmghter, and her yomtff cflifefren, emsriftinj) from 
tt«i> GsBitrj m ceasegvetKe of %U Su^agaium hg (Jie Frenrh 
in 1798, orrivs at llie ColtagB of a Shepherd, beyond lU i'na- 
tierc, ttiiere they are Ao^iiaily eaterUdneil. 

Sh^. " Wandekbr, whither dost thou roam ? 
Weary wanderer, old and grey ; 
Wherefore hast thou left fhiiie home 
In the sunset of thy day ? " 

Wanderer. " In the sunset of my day, 
Stranger, I have lost my home : 
Weaiy, wandering, old and grey, 
Therefore, therefore do I roam. 

Here mine arms a wife enfold, 
Fainting in their weak embrace ; 
There my daughter's charms behold, 
Withering in that widow'd faee. 
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2 THE WAHDEKEB OP 

Tliese lier infants — O their Sire, 
"Worthy of the race of TELL, 
In the battle's fiercest fire, 
— In his country's battle fell!" 

Skep. "Switzerland then gave thee birth?' 
Wand. "Ay — 'twas Switzerland of yore; 

But, degraded spot of earth ! 

Thou art Switzerland no more : 

O'er thy mountains, sunk in blood. 
Are the waves of ruin hurl'd ; 
Like the waters of the flood 
Eolling round a buried world." 

Shep. " Yet will Time the deluge stop : 

Then may Switzerland be blest; 
On St Gothard's * hoary (op 
ShaU the Ark of Freedom rest." 

Wand. " No ! — Irreparably lost, 

On tke day that made us slaves, 
Freedom's Ark, by tempest tost, 
Founder'd in llie swallowing waves," 

Shep. " Welcome, "Wanderer as thou art. 
All my blessings to partake ; 
Yet thrice welcome to my heart. 
For thine injured eounivy's sake. 

* St. GoTKAnD ia the name of the highas 
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AItT I. Till! WiNUEUEK < 

On the western Iiills afiir 
Evening lingers with delight, 
While she views her favorite star 
Brigliteniiig on the brow of night. 

Here, though lowly be my lot, 
Enter freely, fi-eely share 
All the conifbrfa of my cot. 
Humble shelter, homely fare. 

Spouse ! I bring a suffering guest, 
"With liis fiunLy of giief ; 
Give the weary pilgrims rest, 
Yiekl the Exiles sweet relief." 

Shep.'s Wife. "I will yield them sweet reUef ; 
Weary pilgrims ! welcome here ; 
"Welcome, family of grief ! 
Welcome to my warmest cheer." 

Wund. " "Wheii in prayer the broken heart 
Asks a blessing from above, 
Heaven shall talte the "Wanderer's part, 
Heaven reward tlie stranger's love." 

Shep. " Haste, recruit the failing fire, 
High the wintei:-^;ot8 raise : 
See tlie crackling flamea aspire ; 
how cheerfully they blaze ! 

Mourners ! now foi^et your cares, 
And, till supper-board be erown'd, 
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14 THE WANBEUElt OP SWIT2EELAND. PART 

Closely draw your fire-siiie chairs ; 
Form the dear domestic round. " 

Wand. " Host ! thy smiling daughtei-s bring, 
Bring those rosy lads of thine : 
Let them mingle in the ring 
"With these poor lost babes of mine." 

Sh^. " Join the ring, my girls and boys ; 
This enchanling circle, this 
Binds the social loves and joys ; 
T is the fairy ring of bhss ! " 

Wand, " ye loves and joys I that sport 
In the fairy ring of bliss, 
Oft wjih me ye held your court ; . 
I had once a home like this ! 

Bountiful my former lot 
As laj native country's rills ; 
The foundations of my cot 
Were her everlasting hills. 

But those streams no longer pour 
Rich abundance round my lands ; 
And my father's cot no more 
On my father's mountain stands. 

By an hundred winters piled, 

When the Glaciers,* dark with death, 
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PABT I, THE WANDERER OF SWITZBKLAND. 15 

, Hang o'er precipices wild, 
Hang — suspended by a breath : 

If a pulse but tlirob alarm, 
Headlong down the steeps they fall ; 
— For a pulse will break the charm, — 
Bounding, bursting, buj-ying all. 

Struck with hoiTor, stiff and pale, 
When the chaoa breaks on high, 
All that view it from the vale. 
All that hear it coming, die : — 

In a day and hour accurst. 
O'er the wretched land of TELL, 
Thus the Galhc ruin burst, 
Thus the Gallic glacier fell ! " 

Sh^. " Hush that melancholy strain ; 

Wipe those unavailing tears ; " 
Wand. " Nay — I must, I will complain ; 

'Tis the privilege of years ; 

'T is the privilege of Woe, 
Thus her anguish to impart : 
And the teara that freely flow 
Ease the agonizing heart." 

such subfle auepensB, that, ia the opinion of the natives, the 
tread of the travaller may bring them down in dBstcnotion upon 

formed mther in the valleya than on the Bominits of the Alps. 
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p. " Yet Huapead tliy griefe awhile t 
See tiie plenteona table crown'd; 
And my wife's endearing smile 
Beams a rosy welcome round. 

Cheese from mountain-dairies prest, 
"Wliolesome, herbs, nutritious roots, 
Honey from the wild-bee's nest, 
Cheering wine and ripen'd fruits ; 

These, with soul-sustaining bread, 
M.J paternal fields afford ; — 
On such fai'e our fathers fed ; 
Hoary pilgrim ! bless the boai'd." 
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After aaj^r, tfie Won^rer, at Uie desire of iss lout, relates Ihe 
eorrvwt onrJ stiferingi of Ms COttntr^j during Sie Invasijta and 
Cim jaeri of it ig the French, in ixnateciion tath his oom Biory. 

Sh^. " Wandeueb ! bow'd with griefs and years, 
"Wanderer, with the cheek so pale, 
■ O give language to those tears I 
Tell their melancholy tale." 

Wand. "Stranger-friend, tie tears that flow 
Down the channels of this cheek 
Tell a mystery of woe 
Which no human tongue can speak. 

Not the pangs of ' Hope deferr'd ' 
My tormented bosom fear ; — 
On the tomb of Hope interr'd 
Scowls the spectre of Despair. 

Where the Alpine summits rise, 
Height o'er height stupendous burl'd ; 
Like the pillars of the skies, 
Lite the ramparts of the world : 

Bom in Freedom's eagle nest, 
Eock'd by whirlwinds in their rage. 
Nursed at Freedom's stormy breast, 
Lived my sires from age to age. 
VOL. I. 2 
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High o'er Undbkwal den's vale, 
Where the forest fronts the morn ; 
Wheace the boundless eye might sail 
O'er a sea of mountains borne ; 

There my little native cot 
Peep'd upon my father's form : — 
Oh ! it was a happy spot, 
Kich in every rural charm ! 

There my life, a silent stream, 
Ghd along, yet seem'd at rest ; 
Lovely as an infant's dream 
On the waking mother's breast. 

Till the storm that wreek'd tlic worW, 

In its horrible career, 

Into hopeless ruin huvl'd 

Ail this aching heart held dear. 

On the princely towers of Bermb 
Fell the Gallic thunder-stroke : 
To the Lake of poor Lucerne, 
AH submitted to the yoke. 

Eeding then his standai-d raised, 
Drew his sword on Bkunnen's plain ; 
But in vain his banner blazed. 
Reding drew his sword in vain. 
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Wliere our conquering fathers died ; 
Where their awful bones repose ; 
Thrice the battle's fate he tried, 
Thrice o'erthrew hb eountrj's foes.* 

Happy then were those who fell 
Fighting on their fethera' graves ! 
Wretched those who lived, to tell, 
Treason made the victors slaves ! t 

Thus my country's life retired, 
Slowly driven from part Ui part, 
Underwalden last expired, 
Undekwalden was the heart-J 

of Ubi, Werner Stauffacheb of Schwitz, and Aunolb of 
Melchtal in Ubdekwalues, conspired against the tyniniiy 
of Austiia in 1307, ngsin, in 17»8, baoaWB Uie seat of the Diet 
of these three foraat cantons. 

• On the plains of MoeOAfiheh, where the Swiss gained 
their first decisive victory over the force of Austria, and thereby 
seenred the independence of tJieir conntry^ Aloys Redino, 
at tlie hefid of the troops of the little cantons, Uhi, Schwitz, 
and IjM)EEWAi.r)i.N, lepaatedly repulsed the mnuiing iirmv of 
Fbihob 

t By the re»T-lanre of these smiH cantons, the Fri-noh 
Genera] ScH vn ebbourg was compelled to respect their inilt 
pendonee, and ^ivB tham a solamn pledge to thatpurpjrt, but 
no sooner had they dibomied on the faitli of this eng igcmeiit, 
timn the enemy came Buddenlj upon them with an immsnie 
forge, and with thrant" ot extermmation compnlled them to 
take the iivio oith to the new (.onslitution, nnpoood upm all 
Switzerland 

{ The inhabitants of the Lowei Villej of Usderiv ^ldjiN 
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OF 3TT1TZERLAND. PART II, 

la the valley of their birth, 
Where our guardian mountains stand ; 
In the eye of heaven and earlh, 
Met die wavriors of our land. 

Like their Sires in olden time, 
Arm'd they met in stem debate ; 
While in every breast sublime 
Glow'd the Spirit op the State. 

Gallia's menace fired flieir blood ; 
With one heart and voice they rose : 
Hand in hand the heroes stood, 
And defied their faithless foes. 

Then to heaven, in cahn despair, 
As Ihey tum'd the tearless eye, 
By their country's wrongs they sware 
With their country's rights to die. 

Albert from the council came; 
{My poor daughter was Ms wife ; 
Ail Uie valley lov'd his name ; 
Albert was my staff of life). 

nlone resiatad the French messsge, which required Bnbmission 
to the new cODStitntioD, niid the iiniuediat^ surraDder, aHve or 
dead, of nhia of tlioir leaders. When tiie demand, aoooropsHiied 
by a mennoe of destraction, wos rand in the Assembly of tho 
District, all the men of the Valley, fifteen hundred in number, 
look up arms, and devoted tliemaelves to perish In tlie ruins of 
their conntiy. 
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PABT li. THE 

From the council-fleld he came ; 
All his noble visage bum'd ; 
At hia look I caught the flame, 
At his voice my youth retarn'd. 

Fire from heaven my heart renew'd ; 
Vigor beat through every vein; 
All the powers that age had hew'd, 
Started into strength again. 

Sudden from my couch I sprang, 
Every limb to life restored ; 
With the hound my cottage rang, 
Aa I snatch'd my father's sword. 

This the weapon they did wield, 
On Morgaethen's dreadful day; 
And through Sempach's * iron field 
This the ploughshare of their way. 

Then, my Spouse 1 m vain thy fears 
Strove my fuiy to restmn ; 
my daughter 1 all thy teal's, 
AO thy cliildren's, were in vain. 

• At the biittle of Sempach, the Anstriona presentad so jm- 
ponBtmble a ftont with their projeotad apeni^, that tha Swiss 
vera repeatedly eompelied to retire from tlie ottacfc, IJll a native 
of UHDEKwaLiiEN, named AimotD dt, Wiskelkied, commend- 
ing ids family to his countrymen, sprang npon the anHray, and, 
burying as many of (iioir apenrs as he ooulcl gnisp in his body, 
made a breach in their line ; the Swise mshed in, and ranted the 
AuatrianB with a Iflmble slaughter. 
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Quickly from our hastening foes, 
Albert's active care removed, 
Far amidst the eternal snows, 
These who loved us, — these beloved,* 

Then our cottage we forsook ; 
Yet, aa down the steeps we paas'd, 
Many an agonizing look 
Homeward o'er the hills we cast. 

Now we reach'd the nether glen, 
Where in arms our brethren lay ; 
Thrice live hundred fearless men, 
Men of adamant were they ! 

Nature's bulwarks, built by Time, 
'Gainst Eternity to stand. 
Mountains terribly sublime, 
Girt the camp on either hand. 

Dim, behind, the valley bralie 
Into rocks that fled from view ; 
Ffur-in front the gleaming Lake 
RoU'd its waters bright and blue. 

'Midst the hamlets of the dale, 
Stantz,")" with simple grandeur crown'd, 

* Many of the Undeewaldebs, on the upproaoh of Uie French 
anny, removed their fnmilies and catfle ajnong the Higher Alps ; 
and themselves returned to join their brethren, who had en- 
oiunped in their native Valley, on the bordera of the Lake, and 
awaited tlw attack of the enemy. 

t The Capital of UsDESWALDES. 
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Seeni'd the Mother of the vale, 
With her children scatter'd round. 

'Midst the ruin? of the dale, 
Now she bows her hoary head, 
Like llie "Widow of the vale 
Weeping o'er her offspring dead. 

Happier then had been her fate, 
Ere she fell by swch a foe, 
Had an earthquake ^unk her state. 
Or the lightning liid her low ! " 

" By the hghtnmg s deadly flash 
Woiiiil hei iocs had been coDsumed! 
Or amidst the earthqaafce's crash 
Suddenly, alive, entomb'd ! 

Why did justice not prevMl?" 
i. " Ah ! it was not thus to be ! " 
, — " Man of grief, pursue thy tale 

To the death of Liberty." 
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II OF SWITZKHLAN 



L " From the valley we descried, 
As the Gatils approach'd our shores, 
Keels that darken'd all the tide, 
Tempesting the Lake with oars. 

Then the mounlain-echoes rang 
With the clangor of alarms : 
Shrill the signal-trumpet sang ; 
3 leap'd to arms. 



On the mar^n of the flood, 
While the frantic foe drew nigh ; 
Grim aa watching wolves we stood, 
Prompt as eagles stretch'd to fly. 

In a deluge upon land 
Burst their overwhelming m^ht ; 
Back we hurl'd them from the strand, 
Oft returning to the fight. 

Fierce and long tlie comhat held ; 

— Till the waves were warm with blood, 
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Till the booming waters swell'il 
As they sank beneatli the flood.* 

For, on that triumphant day, 
TJndebwal den's arms once mon 
Broke Oppression's black array, 
Dash'd invasion from her shore. 



Gaul's surviving barks retire<I, 
Muttering vengeance as they fled : 
Hope in us, by Conquest flred, 
Kaised our spiiits from the dead. 

From the dead our spuits rose, 
To the dead they soon retum'd ; 
Bright, on its eternal close, 
Under WAL den's glory bum'd. 

Star of Switzerland! whose rays 
Shed such sweet expiring light, 
Ere the Gallic comet's blaze 
Swept thy beauty into night ; — 

Star of Switzerland ! thy fame 
No recording Bard hath sung ; 
Yet be thine immorfal name 
Inspiration to my tongue 1 1 

• The French made Uieir flv3t attack on tlie Valley of 
tJBDmtWALDEN f[om the Luke ; but, fifter a desperiite confliot, 
thaj ware victoriously repalled, and two of their veseeb, oon- 
taining five Iiniidred men, pettehed in. tha angagement. 

t lu the last and decisive batUe, the UsDEKwAuuaiS ware 
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While the lingering moon delaj'd 
In the wilderness of night. 
Ere the morn awoke the shade 
Into loveliness and hglit ; — 

Gallia's tigers, wild for blood, 
Darted on our sleeping fold ; 
Down the mountains, o'er the flood, 
Dark as thunder-douds they roll'd. 

By the trumpet's voice alarm'd, 
All file valley burst awake ; 



From the bai-riers to the lake. 

— In tliat valley, on that shore, 
When the graves give up their dead, 
At the trumpet's voice once more 
Shall those slumberers quit their bed. 

For the glen that gave them birfli 
Hides their ashes in its womb : 
O ! 'tis venerable earth, 
Freedom's ci-adle, Freedom's tomb. 

Then on every side begun 
Tliat unutterable fight ; 



OTetpowei'eri by two French armies, wliicU nislieil upon them 
from the opposite mounti^iia, and suminndad their cBtnp, wbile 
an nseanlt, at the same time, was made npon them from the 
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Never rose the astonish'd sun 
On so horrible a sight. 

Once an eagle of the rock 
('T was an omen of our fate) 
Stoop'd, and from my acatter'd flock 
Bore a lambkin to his male. 

While ite Parents fed their young, 
IvO ! a cloud of vultures lean, 
By Toracioua famine stung, 
Wildly screaming rush'd between. 

Fiercely fought the eagle-twaiii, 
Though by multitudes opprest. 
Till their little ones were slain, 
Till they perish'd on their nest. 

More unequal was the fray 
Which our band of bretliren waged ; 
More insatiate o'er their prey 
Gaul's remorseless vultures raged. 

In innumerable waves, 
Swoln with fury, grim with blood, 
Headlong roU'd the hordes of slaves. 
And ingulph'd ua with a flood. 

In (he whirlpool of that flood, 
Firm in fortitude divine. 
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Like the etei'iial i-ocks we stood 
In the cataract of the Rhine. * 

Tin by teiifolcl force assaii'd, 

In a hurricane of fii-e. 

When at leagth our phalanx faal'd, 

Then our courage hlazed the higher. 

Broken into feeble bands, 
Fighting in diEsever'd parts, 
Weak and weaker grew ovv hands, 
■Strong and stronger still our hearts. 

Fierce amid the loud alarms, 
Shouting in the foremost fray. 
Children raise their little arms 
In their country's evil day. 

On their country's dying bed. 
Wives and husbands pour'd their breath j 
Matty a Youth and Maiden bled. 
Married at thine altar, Death.^ 

Wildly scatter'd o'er the plain. 
Bloodier still the battle grew ; — 
ye Spirits of the slain, 
Slain on those your prowess slew ! 

• At ScKAFifHAoaEN. — See Coxb's Travels. 

t 111 this niisevable conflict, many of tha Women and Chil- 
dren of the Under WAi.DKRS fought in the ranka by their Hua- 
bands, and Fathers, and Eiiends,ai]d fell gloriously foi' their ooim- 
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OP SWITZERLAND, aa 

"Who shall now your deeds i-elate ? 
Te tliat fell unwept, unknown ; 
Mourning for your country's fate, 
But rejoicing in your own ! 

Virtue, valor, nought avail'd 
With so merciless a foe ; 
When the nerves of heroes fall'd, 
Cowards then could strike a blow. 

Cold and keen the aasasain's hiade 
Smote the Father to the ground ; 
Through the infant's breast cohvey'd 
To the mother's hew't a wound.* 

Undeewalden thus expired;- 

But at her expiring flame, 

With fiatemal feeling fired, 

Lo ! a band of Schwitzbrs came.t 

From the steeps beyond the lake, 
Like a Winter's weight of snow, 
When the huge Lavanges break. 
Devastating all below ; % 

■ An indiscriminate moBsacFB followed the batUe. 

t Two hundred self- devoted heroes tVom the canton of Scnwirz 
Eirrived at the close of the battle, to the aid of their Brethren of 
Uin)EBWAiJ>EN, — and perished to a man, after having slain 
thrice their number. 

t The Layabges are tremendous ton-ents of melting snow, 
that tumble from the tops of the Alps, and deluge all the coun- 
try hefoi* Ihem. 
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Down they msh'd wilh headlong might, 
Swifter than the panting wind ; 
All before them fesir and flight ; 
Death and gilence all behind. 

How theforest of the foe 
Bow'd before their thunder strokes, 
When they laid the cedars low, 
When they overwhelm'd the oaks ! 

Thus Ihey hew'd their dreadfiil way ; 
Till, by numbers forced to yield, 
Terrible in death they lip, 
The AvENOEKS or the Field." 
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tteniJmg the Baith (i/ 



Shep. " Pledge the memory of tlie Brave, 
And the Spirits of the dead ; 
Pledge the venerable Grave, 
Valoi-'s consecrated bed. 

Wanderer ! cheer thy drooping soul, 
This inspiring goblet take ; 
Drain the deep delicious bowl, 
For thy mwtyr'd brethren's sake." 

Wand. " Hail ! — all hail ! the Patriot's grave, 
Valor's venerable bed : 
Hail ! the memory of tlie Brave ; 
Hail ! the Spirits of tlie dead. 

Time their triumphs shall proclaim, 
And their rich reward be this, — 
Immortality of fame. 
Immortality of bliss." 

Shep. " On that melancholy plain. 
In that conflict of despair, 
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32 " THE WANDEEEK OF SWITZERLAND. PAET IV. 

How was noble Axbbkt slain? 
How did'st thou, old Warrior, fare ? " 

Wand. " 111 the agony of strife, 

Wliere the heart of battle bled, 
Where his country lost her life, 
Glorious Albert bow'd his head. 

"When our phalanx broke away. 

And our stoutest soldiers fell, 

— Where the dark rocks dimm'd the day, 

Scowling o'er the deepest dell ; 

There, like lions old in blood, 
Lions rallying round their den, 
Albert and his warriors stood ; 
We were few, but we were men. 

Breast to breast we fought the ground. 
Arm to arm repell'd the foe : 
Every motion was a wound. 
And a death was every blow. 

Thus the clouds of sunset beam 
Warmer with expiring light ; 
Thus autumnal meteors stream 
Redder through the darkening night. 

Miracles our champions wrought — 
Who their dying deeds ahaD teU ? 
0, how gloriously they fought ! 
How triumphantly they fell ! 
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PAET IV. THE WANDEKEK OP SWITZERLAND. 33 

One by one gave up the ghost, 
Slain, not conquer'd, — they died free. 
Albert stood, — himself an host: 
Last of all the Sniss was he. 



So whea night, with rising shade, 
Climbs the Alps from steep to steep. 
Till in hoary gloom array'd 
All the giant-moimtiuiis sleep — 

High in lieaven their monarch * stands 
Bright and beauteous from afar, 
Shining into distant lands 
Like a new-created stai-. 

While I struggled through the flghf, 
Albert was my sword and shield ; 
Till strange horror quench'd my sight, 
And I fainted on the field. 

Slow awakening from that trance, 
When my soul retum'd to day, 
Vanish'd were the fiends of France, 
— But in Albeet's blood 1 lay. 



■ Mint BlAbc, wbiili II in muth liighei than the sur- 
loundmg Alps, that it oatohes nnd iPtani" thp beams ol the 
tun tmenfy nuflitfes eailjei anJ ialar than tiiei, and, crawna^ 
mth eternal ios, may he eeen from ail immenae distance, 
puipling with his eastJirn light, oi cnmsoned with hiB matting 
fclury, irhile mist Mid obBotint7 lest on the monntauiB below 
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Slain for me, hm dearest breath 
On my lips he did resign ; 
Slain for me, he snatch'd his death 
From the hlow that menaced mine. 

He had raised his dying head, 
And was gazing on my face ; 
Aa I woke, — the spirit lied. 
But J felt his last embrace." 

Skep. ■" Man of suffering ! such a tale 

Would wring tears from marble eyes ! " 
Wand. " Ha ! my daughter's cheek grows pale ! " 
W.'s Wife. " Help, help I my daughter dies 1 " 

Wand. " Calm thy transport, my wife ! 

Peace for these dear orphans' sake ! " 
W.'s Wife. " my joy, my hope, my life, 

my child, my child, awake ! " 

Wand. " God ! O God, whose goodness ^ves ; 

God ! whose wisdom takes away ; 

Spare my child ! " 

Skep. — ^ ^ " She Uves, she lives ! " 

Wand. " Lives ? — my daughter, didst thou say ? 

God Almiohtt, on my knees. 

In the dust will I adore 

Thine unsearchable decrees ; 

— She was dead : — she lives once more,' 
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FART IV. THE W4NDEKEK OF SWITZERLAND. 

W.'s Dlr. " When poor Albert died, no prayer 
Call'd him back to hated life : 

that I had perish'd there, 
Not his widow, but his wife ! " 

Wand. " Dare my daughter thus repine ? 
Albert ! answer from above ; 
Tell me, — are these infanta thine, 
Whom, liieir mother does not love ? " 

W's DtT. " Does not love I — my fether hear ; 
Hear me, or my heart will break : 
Dear is life, but only dear 
For my parents', children's sake. 

Bow'd to Heaven's mysterious will, 

1 am worthy yet of you ; 
Yes ! — I am a mother still, 
Though I feel a widow too." 

Wand. " Mother, Widow, Mourner, all, 

All kind names in one, — my child; 
On thy faithful neck I fall ; 
Kiss me, — are we reconciled ? " 

W'% Dlr. " Yes, to Albert I appeal : — 
Albert, answer from above. 
That my iather'a breast may feel 
All his daughter's heart of love." 
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OF SWITZERLAND. PART 

Skep.'s Wife. " Faint and way-wom as they he 
WiOt the day's long journey, Swe, 
Let thy pilgrim family 
Now with me to rest retire." 

Wand. " Yes, the hour invites to sleep ; 
Till the morrow we must part r 
— Nay, my daughter, do not weep, 
Do not weep and break my heart. 

Sorrow-soothing sweet repose 
On your peaceful piUowa hght ; 
Angel-hands your eyelids close ; 
Dream of Paradise to night." 
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P SWITZEKLAND. 



jSftep. " When the good maa yields his breath 
(For the good man never dies), 
Bright beyond the gulf of death, 
Lo ! the land of promise lies. 

Peace to Albbet's awful shade, 
In that land where sorrows cease ; 
And to Ai^bert's ashes, laid 
In the earth's cold bosom, peace." 

Wand. " On the fatal field I lay 

Till the hour when twilight pale, 
Like the ghost of dying day, 
"Wander'd down the darkening vale. 

Then in agoay I rose, 
And (vith hon-or look'd around. 
Where embi'aeing, friends and foes, 
Dead and dying, sljew'd the ground. 

Many a widow fix'd her eye. 
Weeping where her husband bled. 
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Heedless though her babe was hy, 
Prattling to his father dead. 

Many a moflier, in despair 
Turning up the ghastly slain, 
Sought her son, her hero there, 
Whom she long'd Jo seek in vain. 

Dark the evening-shadows roll'd 
On the eye that gleam'd in death ; 
And tlie evening-dews fell cold 
On the Up that gaap'd for breath. 

As I gazed, an ancient dame, 
— She was cfdldless by her look. 
With refreshing cordials eame ; 
Of her bounty I pai-took. 

Then with desperation bold, 
Aibebt's precious corpse I bore 
On these shoulders weak and old, 
Bow'd with misery before. 

Albert's angel gave me strength, 
As I sfagger'd down the glen ; 
And I hid my charge at length 
In its wildest, deepest den. 

Then returning through the shade 
To the batde-scene, I sought, 
'Mongst the slain, an ase and spade ; — 
With such weapons Fkebmen fought. 
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V. THE WANDEKEK 0¥ SWITZERLAND. 

Scythes for swords our youtJi did wieH 
In that execrable strife ; 
Ploughshares in that horrid field 
Bled with slaughter, breathed with life. 

In a dark and lonely cave, 
WhUe the glimmering moon arose, 
Thus I dug my Albert's grave ; 
Thei-e his haUow'd limbs repose. 

Tears then, tears too long represt, 
Gush'd r — they fell hke healing balm, 
Till the whirlwind in my breast 
Died into a dreary calm. 

On the fresh earth's humid bed, 
Where my martyr lay enshrined, 
This forlorn, unhappy head. 
Crazed vnih anguish, I reclined. 

But while o'er my weary eyes 
Soothing slumbers seem'd to creep, 
Forth I sprang, with strange surprise, 
From the clasping arms of sleep. 

For the bones of AtBEBT dead 
Heaved the turf with horrid throes, 
And his grave beneath my head 
Burst asunder ; — Albert rose ! 

' Ha ! my Son — my Son,' I cried, 
' Wherefore hast thou left thy grave ? ' 
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— ' Fly, my father,' — he repHed ; 

' Save my wife — my children save.' — 

In the passing of a breath 
This tremendous scene was o'er : 
Darkness shut the gates of Death, 
Silence seai'd them as before. 

One pale moment fix'd I stood 
lu astonishment seyere ; 
Horror petrified my blood, — 
I was widier'd up with fear. 

Then a sudden trembling came 
O'er my limbs ; I felt on ftre, 
Burning, quivering like a flame 
In the instant to expire," 

SAep. " Bather hie the mountain-oak, 
Tempest-shaken, rooted fast. 
Grasping strength from every stroke, 
While it wrestles with the blast." 

Wand. " Ay 1 — my heai't, unwont to yield, 
Quickly quell'd the strange affright. 
And undaunted o'er the field 
I began ray baely flight. 

Loud the gusty night-wind blew ; — 
Mwiy an awful pause between, 
Fits of light and darkness flew, 
Wilcl aai sudden o'er the scene. 
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V. THE WANDEItEB OF SWITZERLAND. 

For the moon's reaplendent eye 
Gleams of transient glory shed ; 
And the cloniia, sithwart the sky, 
Like a routed army fled. 

Sounds and ¥01068 flU'd the vale, 
Heard alternate loud and low ; 
Shouts of victory swell'd the gale, 
But the breezes murmui'd woe. 



Aa I dimh'd the mountain's side, 
Where the Lake and Valley meet. 
All my country's power and prido 
Lay in ruins at my feet. 

On that grim and ghastly plain, 
Undekwalden's heart-strings broke, 
Wlien she saw her heroes slain. 
And her rocks receive the yoke. 

On that plain, in childhood's hours. 
From their mothers' arms set free, 
Oft those heroes gather'd flowers. 
Often chased Ihe wandering bee. 

On that plain, in rosy youth, 
They liad fed their fathers' flocks. 
Told their love, and pledged, their truth. 
In the shadow of those rocks. 

There, with shepherd's pipe and song, 
In the merry mingling dance, 
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42 THE WANDEBER OF SWITZERLAND. PART T, 

Once they led ileir brides along, 
Now! — -"Perdition seize thee, France!" 

Shep. " Heard not Heaven the accusing cries 
Of the hlood that smoked around, 
While the hfe-warm sacrifice 
Palpitated on the ground? " 

Wand. " "Wrath in silence heaps his store, 
To confound the guilty foe ; 
But the thunder will not roar 
Till the flash has struct tlie blow. 

Veogeanee, Vengeance will not stay ; 
It shall burst on Gallia's head. 
Sudden as the judgment-day 
To the unexpeeting dead. 

From the Eevolution's flood 
Shall a flery dragon start ; 
He shall drink his mother's blood. 
He shall eat his father's heart. 

Nurst by Anarchy and Crime, 
He — but distance mocks my sight, 
thou great avenger. Time ! 
Bring thy strangest birth to light." 

Shep. " Prophet, thou hast spoken well, 
And I deem thy words divine : 
Kow the mournful sequel tell 
Of thy country's woes and thine." 
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PABT T. THE WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND. 48 

Wand. " Tliough the moon's bewilder'd bai'k, 
By the midnight tempest tosl, 
In a sea of vapors dark, 
In a gulf of douda was lost ; 

Still my journey I pursued, 
Climbing many a weary steep, 
Whence the dosing scene I view'd 
With an eye that wouM not weep. 

Stantz — a melancholy pyre — 
And her hamlets blazed behind, 
With ten iiousand tongues of fire, 
Writhing, raging in the wind.* 

Flaming piles, where'er 1 tum'd. 
Cast a grim and dreadful light ; 
Like funereal lamps they bara'd 
la the sepulchre of night ; 

While tie red illumined flood, 
With a hoarse and hollow roar, 
Seem'd a lake of living blood, 
Wildly weltering on the shore, 

'Midst the mountains fai- away. 
Soon I spied the sawed spot, 

• The town of Stabtz, and the Bmroiindlng villages, were 
bvirat bj the French on ttia night after the battle of Ukdkb- 
WAUJBB, and the bBimtifnl -valley was converted into a wUder- 



.-byGoogle 



[HE WAfJDEEEB 

Whence a slow consuming ray 
Glimmer'd from my native cot. 

At the sight my brain was &'ed, 
And afresh my heart's wounds bleci ; 
SlJU I gazed : — the spark expired — 
Nature seem'd extinct : — I fled. — 

Fled ; and, e'er the noon of day, 
Eeach'd the lonely goat-Iierd's nest, 
Where my wife, my children lay — 
Husband — Father — tliink ihe rest." 



END OF PAKT 1 
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it ts ft*! inieiriHm lo seille in some remote promnce of A 

Skep. " Wandkkee, whiflier wouldst tliou r 
To what region far away 
Bend thy steps to find a home, 
In the twilight of thy day ? " 

Wand. " In the twilight of my day 
I am hastening to the "West ; 
There my weary limbs to lay 
Where the sun retires to rest. 

Far beyond the Atlantic floods, 
Sti-etch'd beneath the evening sky, 
Eealms of mountains, dark with wooi 
In Columbia's bosom lie. 

There, in glens and caverns rude. 
Silent since the world began. 
Dwells the virgin Solitude, 
Unbetray'd by faithless man j 

Where a tyrant never trod, 
Where a slave was never known, 
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46 THE WANDEBEE OF SWITZERLAND. PAR' 

But where Nature worships God 
In the wilderness alone ; 

— Thither, thither would 1 roam ; 
There my children may he free : 
]. for them will find a home, 
Thej shall find a gra^e tor me. 

Though my fathers' bones afar 
la their native land repose, 
Yet beneath the twilight star 
Soft on mine the turf shall close. 

Thougih tlie mould that wraps my day 
When this storm of life is o'er, 
Never since creation lay 
On a human breast before ; — ■ 

Tet in sweet communion there, 
"When she foUows to the dead, 
Sliall ray bosom's partner share 
Her poor husband's lowly bed. 

Albert's babes shall deck our grave, 
And my daughter's duteous tears 
Bid the flowery verdure wave 
Through the winter-waste of years," 

Shep, " Long before thy sun descend, 

May thy woes and wanderings cease ; 
Late and lovely be tlrine end ; 
Hope and triumph, joy and peace ! 
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PAET VI. THE WAITOEREK OJ? SWITZEBLAND. 

As our laltes, at day's decline, 
Brighten tlirough the gathering gloom, 
May thy latest moments shine 
Through the night-fall of the tomb." 

Wand. " Though our Parent periah'd here, 
Like the Phceaix; oa her nest, 
Lo ! new-fledg'd her wings appear, 
Hovering in the golden West, 

Thither shall her sons repair, 
And beyond the roaring main 
Find their native country there, 
Find theii' Switzerland again. 

Mountaias, can ye chain the will ? 
Ocean, canst thou quench the heart ? 
No i I feel my country stilly 
LiBBitTY ! where'er thou art. 

Thus it was in hoary time, 
"When our fathers sallied forth. 
Full of confidence sublime, 
From the famine-wasted North.* 



• ThsTfl is a traditton among the Swiss, that thej are de- 
Bceixded from the ancient SeandlDaviaiiE ; among wHom, in a re- 
mote ttgs, there arose ao grievous a famjiiB, tliat it was deler- 
minad in the Assembly of the Nation, that ever)' tenth man and 
liis family should quit their conntr;, and seek a new possession. 
Sii Uionsand, oliosen by lot, thus emigrated at once from the 
North. They prayed to God to oondnet them to a Imid like 
Bieir oira, where they might dwell in IVeedom and qaiet, finding 
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48 THE WAKDEllEE OF SWITZEIU-AND. I-AKT VI. 

' Freedom, in a land of rocks 

' Wild as Scandinavia, give, 

' Power Eternal 1 — where our flocks 

' And our little ones may live.' 

Thus they pray'd ; — a secret hand 
Led them, hy a path unknown, 
To (hat dear delightful land 
Which I yet must call my own. 

To the vale of Schwitz they came : 
Soon their meliorating foil 
Gave the forests to the flame, 
And their ashes to the soil. 

Thence their ardent labors spread, 
Till above the mountain-snows 
Towering beauty ahow'd her head, 
And^a new creation rose ! 

— So, in re^ons wild and wide, 
We wiU pierce the savage woods, 
Clothe the rocks in purple pride, 
Plough the valleys, tame the floods ; — 

Till a beauteous inland isle, 
By a forestisea embraced, 

food for their families, and pasture for tlioir catiJc, God, eajb 
tha tradition, lad fhem to a valley among tlie Alps, whei-e Uiej 
cleared away the forests, built the town of Sohwitz, and after- 
wards peopled and cnlUvafed the cantons of Ura and TJkdbr- 
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PART VI. THE WANDEKEB OF SWITZEKLAND. 

Sliall make Desolation smile 
In the depth of his own waste. 

There, unenvied, and unknown, 
We shall dwell secure and free, 
In a country all oirr own, 
In a land of Liberty." 

Shep. " Yet the woods, the rocks, the streams 
Unbeloved, shall bring to mind, 
Warm witb Evening's purple beams, 
Dearer objects left behind ; — 

And thy native conntry's song, 
Caroll'd in a foreign clime, 
When new echoes shall prolong, 

— Simple, tender, and sublime ; — 

How wUl lliy poor cheek turn pale, 
And, before thy banish'd eyes, 
Undekwalden's cbanuing vale, 
And thine own sweet cottage, rise I " 

Wattd. " By the glorions ghost of Tell ; 
By Morgabthen's awful fray ; 
By the field where Albert fell 
hi thy last and bitter day ; 

SoTTi OE SwrrzEBLAND, arise ! 

— Ha ! the spell has waked the dead : 
From her ashes to the skies 
SwiTZEKLAND exalts lier head. 
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See the Queen of Moimtains stand, 
In immortal mail complete, 
"VVitli the lightniag in her hand, 
And the Alps beneath her feet. 

Hark ! her voice : — ' My sons, awake ; 
' Freedom dawns, behold the day : 
' From the bed of bondage break, 
' 'Tia your Mother csills, — obey.' 

At the sound, our Fatliers' graves, 
On each ancient battle-plain, 
Utter groans, and toss like waves 
When the wild blast sweeps the main, 

' Eise, my Brethren : cast away 
All the chains that bind you slaves ; 
Rise, — your Mother's voice obey. 
And appease your Fathers' graves. 

Strike ! — the conflict is begun ; 
Freemen, Soldiers, follow me. 
Shout ! — the victory is won, — 
Switzerland and Liberty !" 

Shep. " Warrior, W^arrior, stay tliine arm I 

Sheathe, oh sheathe, thy frantic sword ! " 

Wand. " Ah ! I rave — I faint : — the charm 
Flies, — and memory is restored. 

Tes, to iigony restored. 

From the too transporting charm; — 
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Sleep for ever, mj swore! I 
Be thou wither'd, mine aiin 1 

SwiTZEKLASD is but a name : 
— Yet I feel, wliere'er I I'oam, 
That nty heart ia still the same, 
SwiTZEELAND is Still my home." 



END OF PART ^ 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE GRAVE. 

THEitE is a culm fcr those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found, 
Tliey softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the winter sky 
No more disturbs tlieir deep repose. 
Than summer evening's latest sigh 

That shuts the rose. 

I long to lay this painful head 
And aching heart beneath the soil. 
To slumber ia that dreamless bed 
Fj-om all my toil. 

For Misery stole me at my birth, 
And east nie helpless on the wild : 
I perish ; — my Mother Earth ! 

Take home thy Child. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



On thy dear lap these limbs reclined 
Shall gently moulder into thee ; 
Nor leave one wretched trace behind 
Itesembling me. 



Hark ! — a atracge sound a 

My pulse, — my brain runs wild, — I rave ; 

— Ah ! who art thou whose voice I hear ? 

— "I am The Gkavb! 

" The G-KA.VE, that never spake before, 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide ; 
hst«n ! — I will speak no more : — 
Be silent, Pride ! 

"Art; thou a Wretch of hope forlorn, 
The victim of consuming care ? 
,Ia tiiy distracted conscience torn 

By fell despair ? 

" Do foul misdeeds of former times 
Wring with remorse- thy guilty breast? 
And ghosts of unforgiven crimes 

Murder thy rest? 

" Lash'd by the furies of the mind, 
From Wi'ath and Vengeance woiildst thou flei 
Ah 1 think not, hope not, fool, to flad 
A friend in me. 
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THE GEAVB. 

" By all the terrors of the tomb, 
Beyond the power of tongue to tel! ; 
By ike lircad accrete of my womb ; 

By Death and Hell ; 

** I charge thee Live ! — repent and pray ; 
In dust thine infamy deplore ; 
There yet is mercy ; — ■ go thy way, 
And sin no more. 

"Art thou a Moubnur? — Hast thou known 
The joy of innocent delights, 
Endearuig days for ever flown, 

And tranquil nights? 

" O Live ! — and deeply cherish still 
The Bweet remembrance of the past : 
Eely on Heaven's unchanging will 

For pence at lasL 

" Art thou a Wandebek ? — Hast thou seen 
O'erwhelming tempests drown thy bark ? 
A shipwreck'd sufferer hast thou been. 
Misfortune's mark ? 

"Though lonfT of winds and waves the sporl. 
Condemn''! m wret<?hedness to roam, 
Live ! — thou shall reach a sheltering port, 
A quiet home. 
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" To Fkiendship didst thou trust thy fame, 
Aad was thy friend a deadly foe, 
Who stole into thy breast to aim 
A surer ijiow ? 

" Lite ! — and repine not o'er his loss, 
A loss unworthy to be fold : 
Thou hast mistaken sordid dross 

For friendship's gold. 

" Seek the tnie treasure, seldom found, 
Of power the fiercest griefs to talni, 
And sooihe the bosom's deepest wound 
"With heavenly balm, 

" Did "Woman's charms thy youth beguile, 
And did the Fair One faithless prove ? 
Hath she betray'd thee with a srailc. 

And sold thy love ? 

" Live ! 'T was a false bewildering fire : 
Too often. Love's insidious dart 
Thrills the fond soul with wild desire. 
But kills the heart. 

"Tliou yet shalt know, how sweet, how dear 
To gane on listening Beauty's eye ; 
To ask, — and pause in hope and fear 
Till she reply. 
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" A nobkr flame, shall warm thy breast, 
A brighter maiden foithful prove ; 
Thy youth, thiae age, shall yet he blest 
In woman's love, 

" — Whate'er thy lot, — whoe'er thou be, — 
Confess thy folly,— ;■ kiss the rod, 
And in thy uhiiateiiing sorrows see 

The band of Gor>. 

" A bruised reed He will not break ; 
Afliictions all his children feel : 
He wounds them for his mercy's sake. 
He wounds to heal. 

" Humbled beneatli his mighty hand, 
Proafrate his Providence adore : 
'Tis done ! — Arise ! He bids thee stand. 
To fall no more. 

" How, Traveller in the vale of tears, 
To realms of everlasting hght, 
Through Time's dark wilderness of years, 
Pursue thy flight. 

" There is a calm for those who weep, 
A vest for weary Pilgrims found ; 
And while the mouldering ashes sleep 
Iiow in the ground, 



.-byGoogle 



" The Soul, of origin divine, 
God's glorious image, freed from clay, 
In heaven's eternal sphere shall sliine 
A star of day. 

"The StfN is but a spark of ifire, 
A transient meteor in the sky; 
The Soul, immortal as its Sire, 

Shall never die. 
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THE LYEE. 



Where the roving rill meander'd 

Down the green retiring vale, 
Poor, forlorn Alc^us wander'd, 

Pale with thought, serenely pale ; 
Timeless sorrow o'er his face 
Breathed a melancholy giiice, 
And fls'd on every feature there 
The mournful resignation of despair. 



O'er his arm, his lyre a 

Once his dear companion, hung. 
And, in spirit deep dejected, 

Tims the pensive poet sung ; 
While at midnight's solemn noon, 
Sweedy shone the cloudless moon, 
And all the stars, around his head. 
Benignly bright^ their mildest influence shed. 



" Lyre ! O Lyre ! my chosen 
Solace of my bleeding heart 
Lyre ! Lyre ! my only pleas 
We must now for ever part ; 
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For in vain thy poet aings, 
WooB in vmn thine heavenly strings ; 
The Muse's wretched sons are born 
To cold neglect, and penury, and scorn. 

" That which Alexander sigh'd for. 
That which Cesar's soul poasesa'd, 
That which heroes, kings, have died for — 

Glory ! — animates my breast; 
Hark ! the charging trumpets' throats 
Pour their death-defying notes ; 
'To arms!' they call; to arms I fly, 
Like Wolfe to conquer, and like Wolee to d 

" Soft ! — the blood of murder'd legions 
Summons vengeance from the skies ; 
FLiming towns and ravaged regions, 
AU in awful judgment rise, — 

then, innoceafly brave, 

1 will wrestle with the wave ; 

Lo ! Commerce spreads the daring sail, 
And yokes her naval chariots to the gale. 

" Blow, ye breezes ! — gently blowing, 

Waft me to that happy shore, 

Where, from fountains ever flowing, 

Lidian realms their treasures pour ; 
Thence returning, poor in health, 
Eich in honesty and wealth, 
O'er thee, my dear paternal soil, 
I 'U strew tlie golden harvest of my toU. 
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" Then shall Misery's sons and daughters 

In their lonely dwellings sing: 

Bounteous as the Nile's dark waters, 

Undiscover'd as their spring, 
I wiU scatter o'er the land 
Blessings with a secret hand ; 
For such angehc tasks design'd, 
I give the lyre and sorrow to the wind." 

On an oak, whose branches hoary 
Sigh'd to every passing breeze, 
Sigh'd and told the simple story 

Of the patriarch of trees ; 

High in air his harp he hung, 

Now no more to rapture struDg ; 

Then warm in hope, no longer pale. 

He blush'd adieu, and rambled down the dale. 

Lightly touoh'd by feiry fingers, 

Hark ! — the Lyre enchants the wind ; 
Fond AlC-*:ds listens, lingers 

— Lingering, hstening, looks behind. 
Now the music mounts on high. 
Sweetly swelling through the sky ; 
To every tone, with tender heat, 
His heart-strings vibrate, and his pulses heat. 

Now the strains to silence stealing, 

Soft in ecstasies expire ; 
Oh ! with what romantic feeling 

Poor Alc^ds grasps the Lyre. 
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He strikes the chords so quick, so loud, 

T is Jove that scatters lightnJDg from a cloud. 

" Lyre ! O Lyre I my chosen treasure, 

Solace of my bleeding heart ; 

Lyre ! Lyre ! my only pleasure, 

We will never, never part: 

Glory, Commerce, now in vain 

Tempt me to the field, the main ; 

The Muse's sons are blest, though bom 

To cold neglect, and penury, and scom. 

" What, though all the world neglect me, 
Shall my haughty soul repine ? 
And shall poverty deject me, 

While this haltow'd Lyre is mine ? 

Heaven — that o'er my helpless head 

Many a wrathful vial shed, — 

Heaven gave this Lyre, — and thus decreed, 

Be thou a hndsed, but not a iroken reed." 
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.KCE TO WINTEU. 



REMOKSTKANCE TO WINTER. 

Ah ! why, unfeeling Winter, why 

Still flags tliy tovpid wing ? 
Fly, melancholy Season, fly, 

And yield the year to Spring. 

Spring, — the young harhiiiger of love, 

An exile in disgrace, — 
Flits o'er the scene, like Noah's dove, 

Nor finds a restiug-placc. 

When on the mountain's aeure peak 

Alights her faiiy form. 
Cold blow the winds, — and dtirk and hleak 

Around her rolls the storm. 

If (o fiie valley she repair 

For shelter and defence 
Thy wrath pursues the mourner there, 

And drives her, weeping, thence. 

She seeks the brook, the feithlesa brook, 

Of her unmindfiil grown, 
Feels the cliill magic of thy look, 

And lingers into stone. 
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Slie woos her embryo-flowers in vain 
To rear their infent heads ; — 

Deaf to her voice, her flowers remma 
Enchanted in their heds. 

In ¥ain she bids the trees expand 
Their green luxuriant charma ; — 

Bare in the wilderness they stand, 
And stretch their withering arms. 

Her favorite birds, in feeble notes, 

Lament thy long delay ; 
And strain tlieir little stammering throats 

To charm thy blasts away. 

Ah ! "Winter, calm thy cruel rage, 

Release the etm^ling year ; 
Thy power is past, decrepit Sage, 

Arise and disappear. 

The stai's that graced thy splendid night 

Are lost in warmer rays ; 
The Sun, rejoicing in his might, 

Unrolls celestial days. 

Then why, usurping Winteb, why 

SlJll flags thy frozen wing ? 
Fly, imrelenting tyrant, fly — 

And yield the year to Spkisg. 
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Round Lote's Elysian bowers 

The feirest prospects rise ; 
There bloom the sweetest flowers, 
There shine the pui'eat skies : 
And joy and rapture gild awhile 
The cloudless heaven of Beaxitz's smile- 
Round Love's deserted bowers 

Tremendous rocks arise ; 

Cold mOdews blight the fiowere, 

Tornadoes rend the skies : 

And Pleasube's waning moon goes down 

Amid the night of Bbatjty's frown. 

Then, Youth, thou, fond believer ! 

The wOy Siren shun ; 
Who trasts the dear Deceiver 
Will surely be undone : 
When EeAUTY triumphs, ah ! beware ; — 
Ilcr smile is hope — her frown despair. 
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5m H-^yky's I4f' and Latt>s of W. Cowptr, Elj. 

Tnis sole survivor of a race 
Of giant oaks, where once the wood 
Rang witE the hattle or the chase, 
In stern and lonely grandeur stood. 

From age (o age it slowly spread 
Its gradual boughs to sun and wind ; 
From age to age its noble head 
As Blowiy wither'd and declined, 

A thousand years are like a day, 
When fled ; — no longer known than seei 
This tree was doom'd to pass away, 
And be as if it ne'er liad been ; — _ 

But mournful Cowpek, wandering nigh, 
For rest beneath its shadow came, 
When, lo I the voice of daya gone by 
Ascended from its hollow frame. 
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that the Poet had reveftl'd 
The words of those pi-ophetic strains, 
Ere death the eternal mystery seal'd 
— Yet in his song the Oalt remains. 

And fresh in undecaying prime, 
There may it live, beyond the power 
Of storm and earthquake, Man and Time, 
Till Nature's conflagration-hour. 
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When " Friendship, Love, and Truth" abound 

Among a band of Bkothees, 
The cup of joy goes gaily round, 

Each shares the bhsa of others : 
Sweet roses grace the thomy way 

Along this vale of sorrow; 
The flowers that shed their leaves to-day 
Sliall bloom again to-morrow : 
How grand in age, how fan* in youth, 
4re holy " Feibndship, Love, and Tkuth ! " 

On halcyon wings our moments pass, 

Life's cruel cares beguiling ; 
Old Time lays down his scythe and glass, 

In gay good humor smiling : 
With ermine beard and forelock grey, 

His reverend front adorning, 
He looks like "Winter tum'd to May, 

Night soften'd into morning. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Fkiendbhip, Love, and Truth I " 
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From these delightful fountains flow 

Ambrosi^ rills of plesisurc ; 
Can man desire, can Heaven bestow, 

A more resplendent treasure ? 
Adom'd with, gems so richly bright, 

We '11 form a Constellation, 
Wliere every Star, with modest Ught, 
Shall gild his proper station. 
How grand in age, how fiiir in youth. 
Are holy " Friendship, Lote, and Teu 
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Through shades and solitudes profound 
The fainting traveller winds his way ; 

Bewildering meteors glare around, 
And tempt hia wandering feet astray. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, to hia eye, 
The sudden moon's inspiring light, 

"When forth she sallies through the sky, 
The guardian angel of the night. 

Thus mortals, blind and wealt, below 
Pursue the phantom Bhss, in vain ; 

The world's a wilderness of woe, 
And life a pilgrimage of pain, 

Till mild Reiiqion, from above, 
Descends, a sweet engaging form — 

The messenger of heavenly love, 
The bow of promise in a storm. 

Then guilty passions wing their flight, 
Sorrow, remorse, affliction cease ; 
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ItELlGlON. 

Religioh's yoke is soft and light. 
And all her palhis are paths of peace. 

Amhition, pride, revenge depart, 
And folly flies her ciiaatening rod j 

She makes the humble contrite heart 
A temple of the living God. 

Beyond the narrow vale of time, 
Where bright celestial ages roll, 

To scenes eternal, scenes sublime, 

She points the way, and leads the sonL 

At her approach the Grave appears 
The Gate of Paradise restored ; 

Her voice the watching Cherub hears, 
And drops his double-flaming sword. 

Baptized with her renewing Are, 
May we the crown of glory gain ; 

Rise when the Host of Heaven expire, 
And reign with God, for ever reign 1 
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MISCBLLANKOUS POEMS. 



"THE JOY OF GRIEF," 

OasiAH. 

Sweet the hour of tribulation, 
"When the heart can freely sigh, 

And the tear of resignation 
Twinkles in the mournful eye. 

Have you felt a kind emotion 

Tremble throngh jour troubled breast ; 
Soft as evening o'er the ocean, 

When she charms the waves to rest ? 

Have yon lost a friend, or brother ? 

Heard a father's parting breath ? 
Gazed upon a lifeless mother, 

Till she seem'd to wake from death ? 

Have you felt a spouse expiring 
In your arms before your view? 

Wateh'd the lovely soul retiring 
Prom her eyes tha,t broke on you ? 

Did not grief then grow romantic, 
Eaving on remember'd bliss ? 
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Did you not, ivith feryor frantic, 
Kiss the lips tliat felt no kiss ? 

Tes ! but, wlien you had resign'd her, 
Life and you were reconciled ; 

Anna left — she left behind her, 
One, one dear, one only child. 

But before the green moss peeping, 
Hia poor mother's grave array'd, 

In that grave the infant sleeping 
On the mother's lap was laid. 

Horror then, your heart congealing, 
Chill'd you with intense despair : 

Can you call to mind the feeling ? 
No ! there was no feeling there. 

From that gloomy trance of sorrow, 
When you woke to psmgs wiknown, 

How unwelcome was the morrow, 
For it rose on you alone ! 

Sunk in self-consuming anguish. 
Can the poor heart always ache? 

No, the tortured nerve wiU languish, 
Or the strings of hfe must break. 

O'er the yielding brow of Sadness 
One famt smile of comfort stole ; 

One soft pang of tender gladness 
Exquisitely thrill'd your soul. 



.-byGoogle 



Wiaie tbe wounds of woe are healing, 
While the heart is all resign'd ; 

'Tis the solemn feast of feeling, 
'Tia the sahbaJh of the mind. 

Pensive memory then retraces 
Scenes of bliss for ever fled, 

Lives in former times and places, 
Holds communion with the dead. 



And when night's prophetic slumbers 
Eend the veil to mortal eyes. 

From their tombs iie smnted numbers 
Of our lost companions rise. 

Tou have seen a friend, a brother. 
Heard a dear dead father speak ; 

Proved the fondness of a mother, 
Felt her tears upon your eheek. 

Dreams of love your grief beguiling, 
You have clasp'd a consort's charms, 

And received your infant smiling 
From his mother's sacred arms. 

Trembling, pale, and agonizing, 

While you moiim'd die vision gone. 

Bright the morning-star arising, 

Open'd heaven, from whence it shone. 

Thither all yo«r wishes bending, 
Kose in ecstasy sublime. 
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THE JOr OF GKIEF. 

Thither all your hopes ascending 
Triumph'd over death and time. 

Thus afflicted, bruised, and broken, 
Have you known such sweet relief? 

Tes, my fiiend ; and by this token, 
Tou liave felt "the joy of gbief," 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE BATTLE OF ALEXAKDltlA. 



Ha.RP of Memnon ! sweetly strung 
To the music of the spheres ; 

"While the Hero's dirge is sung, 
Breathe enchantment to our ears. 



As the Son'b 

Glancing o'er thy feeling wire, 
Kindle every chord that gleams, 

Like a ray of heavenly flre : 

Let thy niunbers, soft and slow, 
O'er the plain with carnage spread, 

Soothe the dying while they flow 
To the memory of the dead. 

Bright as beauty, newly bom, 
Blushing at her mmden charms ; 

JEiVesh from Ocean rose the Mom, 
When the trumpet blew to arms. 
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THE BATTLE OF f 

Terrible soon grew the light 
On the Egyptian battle-plain, 

As the darkness of that night, 
"When the eldest bora was slain. 

Lash'd to madness by the wind, 
As the Bed Sea surges roar, 

Leave a gloomy gulf behind, 
And devour the shrinking shore; 

Thus, with overwhelming pride, 
Gallia's brightest, boldest boasl. 

In a deep and dreadfiil tide, 
EoU'd upon the British host. 

Dauntless these their station held, 
Though with unextinguish'd ire 

Gallia's lemons, flirice repell'd, 
Thrice returu'd through Wood and fire. 

Thus, above the storms of time, 
Towering to the sacred spheres, 

Stand tlie Pyramids sublime, — 
Rocks amid the flood of years. 

Now the veteran Chief drew nigh, 
Conquest lowering on his crest, 

Valor beaming from his eye, 
Pity bleeding in his breast. 

Beitain saw him tlius advance 
In her Guardinn-Angel's form ; 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

But he lower'd on hostile Feance, 
Like the Demon of the Storm. 

On the whirlwind of the war 
High he rode in vengeance dire ; 

To his friends a leading star, 
To hia foes consuming iire. 

Then the mighty pour'd their brealh, 
Slaughter feasted on the brave ! 

'T was the Carnival of Death ; 
'Twas the Vintage of the Grave. 

Charged -with Aberceojibie's doom, 
Lightning wing'd a cruel ball : 

'Twas the Herald of the Tomb, 
And the Heeo felt the call — 

Felt — and raised his arm on high ; 

Victory well the signal knew, 
Darted from his awful eye. 

And the force of France o'erthrew. 

But the horrors of that fight. 
Were the weeping MuSB lo lell, 

'twould cleave the womb of night, 
And awake the dead that fell ! . 

Gash'd with honorable scars. 
Low in Glory's lap they lie ; 

Though they fell, they fell like stars. 
Streaming splendor through the sky. 



.-byGoogle 



THE BATTLE ( 

Tet shall Memory mourn that day, 
When, with expectation pale. 

Of her soldier far away 

The poor widow hears the tale. 

In imagination wild. 

She shall wander o'er this pl^n, 
Rave, — and bid her orphan child 

Seek his sire among the slain. 

Gently, from the western deep, 

ye evening breezes, rise ! 
O'er the Lyre of Memnon sweep. 

Wake its spirit with your siglis. 

Harp of Memnon ! sweetly strung 
To the music of the spheres ; 

While the Hebo's dirge is sung. 
Breathe enchantment to our ears. 

Let thy numbers soft and slow 

O'er the plain with carnage spread, 

Soothe the dying while they flow 
To the memory of the dead. 

None but solemn, tender tones 
Tremble from thy plaintive wires : 

Hark I the wounded Wakkiob groans; 
Hush thy warbling ! — he expires. 

Hush ! — while Sorrow wakes and weeps : 
O'er his relics cold and pale, 
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MISCELLANEOnS POEMS. 

iSiglit her silent vigil keeps, 
In a mournful moonlight veil. 

Harp of Memnon ! from afw, 
Ere file liirk salute the sky, 

"Watch the rising of the star 

That proclaime the morning nigh. 

Soon the Sun's ascending rays, 
In a flood of hallow'd fire, 

O'er thy kindling chords shall hlaze. 
And thy magic soul inspire. 

Then lliy tones triumphant pour, 
Let them pierce the Heko's grave j 

Life's tumultuous hattle o'er, 
O how sweetly sleep the bi-ave ! 

From the dust their laurels bloom. 
High they shoot and flourish free; 

Glory's Temple is the tomb ; 
Death is immortality. 
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Tim PILLOW, 

The head that oft this Pillow preaa'd, 
That aching head, is gone to rest ; 
Its httle pleasures now no more, 
And all its mighty sorrows o'er, 
For ever, in the worm's dork bed, 
For ever sleeps that humble head ! 

Mr FKiEfTD was young, the world was nf 
The world was false, my fbjend was true ; 
Lowly hia lot, his birth obscure, 
His fortune hard, my friend was poor ; 
To wisdom he had no pretence, 
A child of suffering, not of sense ; 
For Nature never did impart 
A weaker or a wanner heart. 
His fervent soul, a sou! of flame, 
Consumed ita frail terrestrial frame ; 
That Are from Heaven so fiercely bum'd. 
That whence it came it soon retum'd ; 
And yet, O Pillow I yet to me, 
My gentle Friend survives in thee : 
In thee, the partner of his bed, 
In thee, tlie widow of the dead. 
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^4 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

On HeIicon's inspiring brink, 
Ere yet my fkiend had leam'd to think, 
Once aa he paas'd the careless day 
Among the whispering reeds at play, 
The Muse op Soeeow wander'd by; 
Her pensive beauty tix'd his eye ; 
With sweet astonishment he smiled ; 
The Gipsy saw, — she stole the cMld ; 
And soft on her ambrosial breast 
Sang the delighted babe to rest ; 
Convey'd him to her inmost grove, 
And loved him with a Mother's love. 
Awaking from his rosy nap, 
And gaily sportjng on her lap. 
His wanton fingers o'er her lyre 
Twinkled hke electric Are : 
Quick and quicker as they flew, 
Sweet and sweeter tones they drew ; 
Now a bolder hand he flings. 
And dives among the deepest strings ; 
Then forth the music brake like thunder; 
■ Back he started, wild with wonder. 
The Muse of Sorkow wept for joy," 
And clasp'd and kiss'd her chosen boy. 

Ah ! then no more his smiling hours 
Were spent in Childhood's Eden-bowera ; 
The fall from Infant-inncwence, 
The fall to knowledge drives ns thence : 
Knowledge ! woithless at the price, 
Bought with the loss of Paradise. 
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THE PILLOW. 

As liappy igaorance declined, 
And reason rose upon bia mind, 
Romantic liopes and fond desirea 
(Sparks of tLe soul's immortal Area) 
Kindled within his breast tbe rage 
To breathe through every future age. 
To clasp the flitting shade of fame, 
To build an everlasting name, 
O'eiOeap the narrow vulgar span, 
And live beyond the hfe of man. 

Then Nature's charms his heart possess'd, 
And NiTUBE's glory fill'd hia breast ; 
The sweet Spring-morning's infant rays, 
Meridian Summer's youthful blaze, 
Maturer Autumn's evening mild, 
And hoary Winter's midnight wild, 
Awoke his eye, inspired hia tongue ; 
For every scene he loved, he sung. 
Rude wei^ his songs, and simple truth, 
Till Boyhood blossom'd into Youth ; 
Then nobler themes his fancy flred, 
To bolder flights his soul aspired ; 
And as the new moon's opening eye 
Broadens and brightens through the sky, 
From the dim streak of western light 
To the full orb that rules the night ; 
Thus, gathering lusti-e in its race, 
And sbining through unbounded space, 
From earth to heaven his Genios sosur'd. 
Time and eternity explored, 



.-byGoogle 



36 miscellam:ous poems. 

And liail'd, wliere'er its fooisteps tn>d, 

In Nati-tib'b temple, Nature's God : 

Or pierced the human breast to scan 

The hidden majesty of Man ; 

Man's hidden weakness too descried, 

His glory, grandeur, meanness, pride : 

Pursued along their erring course 

The sti-eams of passion to their source j 

Or in the mind's creation sought 

New stars of fancy, worlds of thought. 

— Yet still tlirough all his strains would flow 

A tone of uncomplaining woe, 

Kind as the tear in Pity's eye, 

Soft as the slumbering Infant's sigh, 

So sweetly, exquisitely wild. 

It spake the Muse of Soiibow's child. 

Pillow! then, when light withdrew, 
To thee the fond enthusiast flew; 
On thee, in pensive mood reclined, 
He pour'd his contemplative mind. 
Till o'er his eyes with mild control 
Sleep like a soft enchantment stole, 
Charm'd into life his airy schemes, 
And realized his waking di'eams. 

Soon from those waking dreams he woke. 
The fairy spell of fency broke ; 
In vain he breathed a soul of fire 
Through every chord that strung his lyre. 
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No friendly echo cheer'd his tongue ; 
Amidst the wilderness he sung ; 
Louder and bolder bards were crown'd. 
Whose dissonance his music drown'd : 
The public ear, the public voice, 
Despised liia song, denied his choice, 
Denied a niuiie, — a life in death, 
Deniod — a bubble and a breath. 

Stript of his fondest, dearest claim. 
And dbinlieriled of fame. 
To thee, Pillow ! thee alone. 
He made his silent anguish known ; 
His liaughty. spirit scom'd the blow 
That laid his high ambition low ; 
But, ah I his looks assumed in vain 
A cold ineffable disdain. 
While deep he cherish'd in his breast 
The scorpion that consumed his rest. 

Yet other secret griefs had he, 
O Pillow! only told to thee: 
Say, did not hopeless love intrude 
Oa his poor bosom's solitude ? 
Perhaps on thy soft lap reclined, 
In dreams the cruel Faik was kind, 
That more intensely he; might know 
The bitterness of waking woe. 

Wliate'er those pangs from me conceal'd, 
To thee in midnight groans reveal'd, 
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They stung remembrance to despair : 
" A wounded spirit who can beai; ! " 
Meanwliile disease, with slow decay, 
Moulder'd his feeble frame away ; 
And as his evening sun declined, 
The shadows deepen'd o'er his mind. 
What doubfs and terrors then possess'd 
Tlie dark dominion of his breast! 
How did delirious fancy dwell 
On Madness, Suicide, and Hell I 
There was on earth no Power to save : 
— But, as he shudder'd o'er the gi-ave, 
He saw from realms of light descend 
The friend of him who has no friend, 
Religion ! — Her almighty breath 
Rebuked the winds and waves of death ; 
She bade the storm of frenzy cease. 
And smiled a calm, and whisper'd peace : 
Amidst that calm of sweet repose, 
To Heaven his gentle Spirit rose. 
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VERSES TO THE MEMORY OI' THE LATE 
JOSEPH BKOWHE, OP LOTHEllSDALE, 



" Spieit, leave thine house of clay ; 
Lingering Dust, resign thy breath 1 
Spirit, cast thy chains away ; 
Dust, be thou dissolved in death ! " 

Thus thy Guardian Angel spoke, 
As he watch'd Ihy dying bed ; 
As the bonds of life he brolse ; 
And the ransom'd captive fled, 

" PrisoDer, long detain 'd below ; 
Prisoner, now with freedom blest ; 
Welcome from a world of woe, 
Welcome to a land of rest ! " 
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Thus thy Guardian Angbi, sang, 
As he bore thy soul on high ; 
While with Halldujahs rang 
All the region of the sky. 

— Te that laourn a Father's loss, 
Ye that weep a Friend no more, 
Call to mind the Christian ci-oss, 
Wbich your Fbiend, your Father, bore. 

Grief, and penury, and pdn 

Still attended on his way ; 

And Oppression's scowrge and chain, 

More unmerciful than they. 

Yet while traveDing in distress 
CTwas the eldest euree of sin) 
Through the world's waste wilderness, 
He had paradise within. 

And along that vale of tears, 

Which his humble footsteps trod, 

Still a shining path appears. 

Where the Mourner walk'd with God. 

Till his Master, from above. 
When the promised hour was come. 
Sent the cliariot of his love 
To convey the Wanderer home. 

Saw ye rot the wheels of fire, 
And the steeds that cleft the wind ? 
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TO THE MiiJIOKl" Or JOSP.I'II BROWNE, 

Saw ye not bis soul aspire. 
When his mantle dropp'd behind ? 

Ye who caught it as it fell, 
Bind that mantle round jour breast; 
So in you his meekness dwell, 
So on jou liis spirit rest ! 

Yet rejoicing in his lot, 
StJll shall Memory love to weep 
O'er the venerable spot 
Where his dear cold relies sleep- 
Grave ! the guai-dian of hia dust, 
Grave ! the ti-eaaury of the skies. 
Every atom of tliy tmst 
Bests in hope again to rise. 

Hai'k! the judgment-trumpet calls — 
" Soul, rebuild thine house of clay : 
Immortality thy walls, 
And Eternity thy d:iy ! " 
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THE THUNDER-STORM. 

FOR Evening's broivuest shade ! 

Where the breezes play by stealth 
la the forest-cinctnred glade, 

Eound the hermitage of Health; 
"WTiUe the noon-bright mountains blase 
In the aun's tormenting rays. 

O'er the sick and sultry plains, 

Through the dini delirious £ur, 
j4^onizing silence reigns, 

And the wanness of despair: 
Nattjeb faints with fervent heat. 
Ah I her pulse hath ceased to heat- 
Now, in deep and dreadful gloom, 

Clouds on clouds portentous spread, 
Black as if the day of doom 

Hung o'er Natdkb's shrinking head ; 
Lo ! the lightning brealts from high, 
— God is Coming ! — God is nigh ! 

Hear ye not his chariot wheels, 
As the mighty thunder rolls ? 



.-byGoogle 



NATOitE, startled Nature reels, 
From the centre to the poles ; 
Tremble ! — Ocean, Eai-th, and Sky, 
Tremble ! — God is passing by ! 

Darkness, wild with hoiror, forms 
His mysterious hiding-place ; 

Should He, from his ark of storms, 
Rend the veil, and show his face, 

At the judgment of his eye 

All the universe would die. 

Brighter, broader lightoings flash, 
Hail and rain tempestuous tall; 

Louder, deeper thunders crash, 
Desolation tireatens all ; 

Struggling Natuee gasps for breath 

In the agony of deali. 

God op VENeEANCE, from above 
While thine awful bolts are hiul'd, 

remember thou art Love ! 
Spare I spare a guilty world ! 

Slay Thy flaming wrath awhUe, 

See Thy bow of promise smile. 

Welcome in the eastern cloud, 

Messenger of Mercy still ; 
Now, ye winds, proclaim aloud, 

" Peace on Earth, to Man good-wiE." 
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jyATURE! God's repenting chad, 
See iky Parent reconciled. 

Hark tlie niglitingale, afar, 
Sweetly sings ihe sun io rest^ 

And awakes the evening sUr 
In the rosy-tinted west : 

While file moon's enchanting eye 

Opens Para^se on high. 

Cool and tranquil is the nigkt, 
Uattjkb's sore afflictions cease, 

For the storm, that spent its might, ■ 
Was a coveaaiit of peace ; 

Vengeance di-opa her hiumless rod: 

Mekct is the PowEB or God. 
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( VOLUNTEERS OF BRITAIN. 



ODE TO THE VOLUNTEERS OE BRITAIN, 



O FOR the death of those 
Who for their country die, 
Sink on her hosom to repose, 
And triumph whfire tliey lie ! 

How beautiful in death 
The 'Wakkior's corse appears, 
Embalm'd by fond Affection's breath. 
And bathed in Woman's tears 1 

Their loveliest native earth 
Enshrines the fallen brave ; 
In the dear land that gave them birth 
They find tbeii" tranquil grave. 

— But the wild waves shall sweep 
Britannia's foes away, 
And the blue monsters of the deep 
Be surfeited widi prey, — 

No ! — they have 'scaped the waves, 
'Scaped the searmonsters' maws ; 
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They tiome ! but 0, shall Gallic Slaves 
Give English Frbembh kws? 



By Alfred's Spirit, No ! 

— Ring, ring the loud alarms ; 

Ye drums, awake I ye clarions, blow ! 
Ye heralds, shout " To arms ! " 

To arms our Heroes fly ; 
And, leading on their hues, 
The Br.iTisH Banner in the sky, 
The star of conquest shines. 

The lowering battle fiirms 

Its terrible array ; 

Like clashing clouds in mountain-storms, 

That thunder on their way : — ■ 

The rushing armies meet ; 
And while they pour their breath, 
The sirong earth shudders at their feet, 
The day grows dim with death, 

— Ghosts of the mighty dead I 
Your children's hearfs inspire ; 
And while they on your ashes ti'cad, 
Eekiadle all your fire. 

The dead to hfe return ; 
Our Fathers' spirits rise ; 

— My brethren, in your breasts they bum. 
They sparkle in tour eyes. 
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TO THE VOLTJMTF.EKH OF 

Nov/ laimcli upon the foe 
The lightning of your rage ; 
Stiike, strike the sissailing giaiits low, 
The Titans of the age. 

They yield, — they brealt, — they fly ; 

The victory is won : 

Pursue ! — ihey famt, — they fall, — they die : 

stay ! — the work is done. 

Spirit of Vengeance ! rest; 
Sweet MERcr cries, " Forbear ! " 
She clasps the vatiquish'd to her breast j 
Thou wilt not pierce them there ? 

— Thus vanish Britain's foes 
From her conamning eye ; 
But rich be the reward of those 
Who conquer, — those whp die, 

CTershadowing laurels deck 
The living Hero's brows ; 
But lovelier wreaths entwine his nock,. 

— His children and his spouse. 

Exulting o'er his lot, 

The dangers he has braved, 

He clasps the dear ones, hails the cot, 

Which his own valor saved. 

Daughteks op Albion, weep : 
On this triumpliant plain, 
VOL. L 7 
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Tour fathers, husbands, brethren sleep, 
For you and freedom slain. 

gently close tlie eye 
That loved to look on you ; 
seal (he lip whose earliest sigh, 
Whose latest breath was true : 

With knots of sweetest flowers 

Their winding-sheet perfume ; 

And wash their wounds with true-love showers, 

And dress them for the tomb. 

For beautiful in death 
The Waebiok's corse appears, 
Embalm'd by fond Affection's breath. 
And bathed in Woman's tears. 

— Give me the death of those 
"Who for their country die ; 
And be mine like their rejMKe, 
When cold and low they lie ! 

Their loveliest mother Earth 
Enshrines the Mien brave ; 
In her sweet Jap who gave them birth 
They find their tranquil grave. 
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THE VIGIL OJf ST. MAItK. 

Returning from their evening walli, 

On yonder ancient stile, 
In sweet, romantic, tender talli, 

Two lovers paused awhile ; 

Edjiund, the monarch of the dale, 
Alt conscious of his powers ; 

Ella, the Uly of the yale, 

Tiie rose of Aubuen's bowers. 

In airy Love's delightful bands 

He held her heart in vtun ; 
The Nymph denied her willing hands 

To Hymen's awful ch^. 

" Ah ! why," said he, " our bliss delay ? 

Mine Ella, why so cold ? 
Those who but love from day to day, 

From day to day grow old. 

" The boundii^ ari-ow cleaves the sky. 

Nor leaves a trace behind ; 
And single lives like arrows fly, 

— They vanish through the wind. 

" In Wedlock's sweet endearing lot 
Let us improve the scene, 
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That some may be, when we are not, 
To tell — ■■ that we have been/' 

" 'Tis now," replied the village Belle, 
" St, Mark's mysterious Eve ; 

And al! that old traditions tell 
I tremblingly believe : — 

" How, when the midnight signal tolls, 
Along the churchyard green 

A mournful trmn of sentenced souls 
In winding-sheets are seen. 

" The ghosts of all whom Death shall d 

Within the coming year, 
In pale procession wallc the gloom. 

Amid the silence drear. 



" If EDMroro, bold in conscious might, 

By love severely tried. 
Can brave the terrors of to^iight, 

Ella will be his bride." 

She spake, — and, like the nimble fawn, 
From Edmtjnd's presence fled : 

He sought, across fie rural lawn, 
The dwelling of the dead. 

That silent, solemn, simple spot. 
The mouldering realm of peace, 

Where human passions are foi^t. 
Where human follies cease. 
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The gliding mooa through heaven serene 

Pursued her tranquil way, 
And shed o'er all the sleeping scene 

A soft nocturnal day. 

With swelling heai-t and eager feet 
Young ED5ITJND gain'd tlie church, 

And chose his solitary seat 
Within the dreadful porch. 

Thick, threatening dotida assembled soon, 
Tlieir dragon wings display'd ; 

Eclipsed the slow retiring moon, 
And quench'd the stars in shade. 

Amid the deep abyss of gloom 

No ray of beauty smiled, 
Save, glistening o'er some haunted tomb, 

The glow-worm's lustre wild. 

The \-ilIi^e watch-dogs bay'd around, 
The long grass whistled di'ear, 

The steeple trembled to the ground, 
Ev'n Edmund quak'd with fear. 

All on a sudden died the blast. 

Dumb horror chilFd the air. 
While Nattjue seem'd to pause aghast, 

In uttermost despair. 

— Twelve times the midnight herald toll'd, 
As oft did Edmund start ; 



.-byGoogle 



i MISCELLANEOUS I'OEMS, 

For eveiy strake fell dead and cold 
Upon his f^nting heitrt. 

Then glaring through the ghastly gloom, 
Along the churchyard green, 

The destined victims of the tomb 
In winding-sheets were seen. 

In that sti-ange moment Edmund sieod, 

Sick with severe surprise ! 
"Wliile creeping horror drank his hlood, 

And flx'd his flinty eyes. 

He saw. the secreta of the grave ; 

He saw the fiice of Death : 
No pitying power appear'd to save — 

He gasp'd away his breath. 

Yet still the scene his soul beguiled. 

And every spectre cast 
A look, unutterably wild, 

On Edmund aa they pass'd. 

AH on the ground entranced he lay ; 

At length the vision broke : 
— When, lo ! — a kiss, as cold aa clay, 

The slumberiag youth awoke. 

That moment through a rifted cloud, 
The darting moon display'd, 

Eohed in a melancholy shroud, 
The image of a maid. 
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THE VIGIL OF ST. MARK. 1(J. 

Her dusky veil aside she threw, 

And show'd a fiiee most feir : 
" — My Love ! my Ella !" Edmund flew, 

And clasp'd the yielding air. 

" Ha ! who art thou ? " His cheek grew ])ale : 

A well-known voice replied, 
" Ella, the lily of the vale ; 

Ella — thy destined bride." 

To win his neck her airy arms 

The pallid phantom spread ; 
EecoUiiig from her blasted charms, 

The affiighted lover fled. 

To shun the visionary maid, 

His speed oufstript the wind ; 
But, — though unseen to move, — the shade 

Was evermore behind. 

So Death's unerring arrows glide, 

Tet seem suspended still ; 
Nor pause, nor shrink, nor turn aside. 

But smite, subdue, and kill. 

O'er many a mountain, moor, and vale, 

On that tremendous night, 
The ghost of Ella, wild and pale, 

Pursued her lover's flight. 

But when the dawn began to gleam. 
Ere yet the morning shone. 
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She Tanish'd like a nightmare-dreaia, 
And Edmund stood alone. 

Three daya, bewildered and forlorn, 
He sought his home in vain ; 

At length he haii'd the hoary thorn 
That crown'd his native plain. 

'T was evening ; — all the air was balm, 

The heavens serenely clear ; 
When the soft nmaic of a psalm 

Came pensive o'er hia ear. 

Then sunk his heart; — a strange aunniae 

Made all his blood run cold : 
He flew, — a funeral met his eyes r 

He paused, — a death-bell toli'd. 

"'Tia she ! 'tis she I" — He burst awayj 

And bending o'er (he spot 
Wiere all that once was Ella lay, 

He all beside forgot 

A maniac now, in dumb despair, 

With love-bewilder'd mien, 
He wanders, weeps, and watches there, 

Among the liiliocks green. 

And every Eve of pale St. Mark, 

As village hinds relate, 
He walks with Ella in the dark. 

And reads the rolls of Fate. 
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At fond sixteen niy roving heart 
Was pierced by Loye's delighfful dart : 
Keen transport throbb'd through every vein, 
— I never felt so sweet a p^n I 

"WTiere circling woods embower'd the glade, 
I met tlie dear ix)jnantic maid : 
I stole her hand, — it shrunk, — hut no ; 
I would not let my captive go. 

With all the fervency of youth, 
Wliile passion told the tale of truth, 
I mark'd my Hamnah's downcast eye — 
Twas kind, but beautifully shy ; 

!Not wilh a warmer, purer ray. 
The sun, enamor'd, woos young May ; 
Hoi' Hay, with softer maiden grace. 
Turns from the sun her blushing face. 

But, swifter than the frighted dove. 
Fled the gay morning of my love ; 
Ah I that so bright a morn, so soon, 
Should vanish in so dai'k a noon. 
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The angel of Affliction rose, 
And in Ilia grasp a thousand woes; 
He ponr'd his vial on my head, 
And all the heaven of rapture fled. 

Yet, in the glory of my pride, 

I stood, — and all his wrath defied ; 

I stood,— though whirlwinds shook my bmn. 

And lightnings cleft my soul in twain. 

I shunn'd my nymph ; — and knew not why 
I durst not meet her gentle eye ; 
I shunn'd her, for I could not bear 
To marry her to my despair. 

Yet, sick at heart with hope delay'd, 
Oft the dear image of that maid 
Glanced, like the rainbow, o'er my mind. 
And promised happiness behind. 

The storm blew o'er, and in my breast 
The halcyon Peace rebuilt her nest : 
The storm blew o'er, and clear and mild 
The sea. of Youth and Pleasure smiled. 

"Twas on the meiTy mom of l£ay, 
To Hannah's cot I took my way : 
My eager hopes were on the wing, 
Like swallows sporting in tlie Spring. 

Then as I chmb'd the mountains o'er, 
I lived my wooing days once more 5 
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And fancy aketeh'd my married lot, 
My wife, my children, and my cot. 

I saw the village sf«eple rise, — . 
My soul sprang, sparkling, in my eyes : 
The rural beils rang sweet and clear, — 
My fojid heart listen'd in mine ear. 

I reach'd the hamlet : — all was gay ; 

I love a rustic holiday ; 

I met a wedding, — stepp'd aside ; 

It paas'd, — my Hannah was the bride. 

— Tliere is a grief that cannot feel ; 
It leaves a wound that will not heal ; 

— My heart grew cold, — it felt not then : 
When shall it cease to feel agmn ? 
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.NEOU3 POEMS. 



L FIELD FLOWER. 



Theke is a flower, a little flower, 
"With silver crest and golden eye, 
That welcomes every changing hour. 
And weathers every sky. 

The prouder beauties of the field 
In gay hut quick succession shine, 
"Ratx after race their honors yield, 
They flourish and decline. 

But this small flower, to Nature dear, 
"While moons and stars their courses run, 
"Wreathes the whole circle of the year, 
Companion of the Sun. 

It smiles upon tlie lap of May, 
To sultry August spreads ils charms, 
Lights pale October on his way. 
And twines December's arms. 

The purple heath and golden broom 
Ou moory mountains catch the gale, 
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O'er lawns the lily sheds perfume, 
The riolet in the vale. 

But ttuB bold floweret climbs the hill, 
Hides in the forest, haunts the glen, 
Plays on the margin of the rill. 
Peeps round the fox's den. 

Within the garden's cultured round 
It shares the sweet carnation's bed ; 
And blooms on consecrated ground 
In honor of the dead. 

The lambkin crops its crimson gem, 
The T\ild-bee murmurs on its breast. 
The blue-fly bends its pensile stem, 
Light o'er the sky-lark's nest. 

T is Flora's page j — in every place; 
In every season fresh and fair, 
It opens wM» perennial grace, 
And blossoms everywhere. 

On waste and woodland, rock and plaii 
Its humble buds unheeded rise ; 
The Rose has but a aummer-reiga, 
Tlie Daist never dies. 
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THE SNOW-DEOP. 

WiNTEB, retire, 

Thy reign is past ; 

Hoaiy Sire, 

Yield the sceptre of thy sway, 

Sound thy trumpet in the blast, 

And call thy storms away. 

Winter, retire ; 

Wherefore do thy wheels delay ? 

Mount the chariot of thine ire, 

And quit the realms of day ; 

On thy state 

Whirlwinds wwt ; 

And blood-shot meteors lend thee light ; 

Hence to dreary arctic re^ons 

Summon thy terrific lemons ; 

Hence to cayes of northern night 

Speed thy flight. 



From halcyon seas 
And purer skies, 
southern breeze ! 
Awake, arise : 
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Breath of heaven, benignly blow, 

Melt the snow ; 

Ereath of heaven, unchain the floods, 

Warm the woods, 

And mate the mountains flow. 

Auspicious to the Muse's prayer, 

The freshening gale 

Embalms the vale. 

And breathes enchantment through the a 

On its wing 

Floats the Spring, 

With glowing eye, and golden hair : 

Dark before her Angel-forru 

She drives the demon of the storm. 

Like Gladness chasing Care. 

Winter's gloomy night withdrawn, 
Lo I the young romantic Hours 
Search the hill, the dale, the lawn, 
To behold the Snow-deop white 
Start to light. 

And shine in Flora's desert bowers, 
Beneath the vernal dawn. 
The Morning Star of Flowers. 

welcome to our isle, 
Thou Messenger of Peace ! 
At whose bewitching smile 
The embattled tempests cease : 
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Emblem of Innocence and Truth, 

First born of Nature's womb, 

Wlien sirong in renovated jowfh 

She bursfa from Winter's tomb ; 

Thy parent's eye hath shed 

A precious dew-drop on thine head, 

Frail as a mother's tear 

Upon her infant's face, 

When ardent hope to tender fear, 

And anxious love, ^ves place. 

But, lo ! the dew-drop flits away, 

The sun salutes thee wilh a ray 

Warm as a moiher'a kisa 

TJpoa her infant's cheek. 

When tlie heart bounds with bliss. 

And joy that cannot speak. 

— When I meet thee hy the way, 
Like a pretty sportive child, 

On the winter-wasted wild, 
With thy darling breeze at play. 
Opening to the radiant sky 
All the sweetness of thine eye ; 

— Or bright with sunbeams, fresh wilh showers, 
O thou Fairy-Queen of flowers! 

Watch thee o'er the plsun advance 
At the head of FtOKA's dance ; 
Simple Snow^-drop, then in thee 
All thy sister-train I see ; 
Every brilliant hud tbat blows, 
From the blue-bell to the rose : 
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TI-IE SNOW-DROP. 

All the beauties that appear 

On the bosom of the Tear, 

All that wreathe the locks of Spring, 

Summer's ardent breath perfume, 

Or on the lap of Autumn bloom, 

— All to thee their tribute bring, 
Exhale their incense at thy shrine, 

— Their hues, their odors, all are thine. 
For while thy humble form I view. 
The Muae'a keen prophetic eight 
Brings fair Futurity to light, 

And Fancy's magic makes the TJsion true. 

— There ia a Winter in my soul, 
The winter of despair ; 

O when shall Spring its rage conti-ol ? 
When shall the Snow-drop blossom there ? 
Cold gleams of comfort sometimes dart 
A dawn of glory on my heart, 
But quickly pass away ; 
Thus Northern-lights the gloom adorn, 
And give the promise of a morn 
That never turns to day ! 

— But, hark ! methinks I hear 
A still small whisper in mine ear ; 
" Rash youth, repent : 
Afflictions, from above. 

Are angels sent 
On embassies of love. 
VOL, r. 8 
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A fiery legion at Uiy birth, 

Of chastening woes were given, 

To pluck the flowers of hope from i 

And plant them high 

O'er yonder sky, 

Transform'd to stars, — and flx'd ii 
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THE OCEAN. 



All hail to the ruins,* the i-oclis and tlie shores ! 

Thou wide-i-olJing Ocean, all hail 1 

Mow brilliant wish sunbeams, and dimpled wiUi oai's, 

Mow dark with the fresh-blowing gale, 

While soft o'er thy bosom tlie doud-shadowa sail. 

And the silver-wing'd sea-fowl on high, 

Like meteors bespangle the sky. 

Or dive in the gulf, or triumphantly ride 

IJke fosan on the suites, the swans of the tide, 

From the tumult and smoke of the city set free, 

With eager and awful delight. 

From the crest of the mountain I gaze upon tlice ; 

I gaze, — and am changed at the sight ; 

For mine eye is illumined, my Genius takes flight. 

My soul, like the sun, with a glance 

Embraces the boundless expanse, 

And moves on thy waters, wherever they roll, 

From the day-darting zone to the nigh t-sh ado w'c 
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My spirit descends where the day-spring is bom, 

Where the'biUows are rubies on fire, 

And the breezes that rock tie hght cradle of mom 

Are sweet as the Phainix's pyre : 

regions of beauty, of love, and desire I 

gardens of Eden! in vain 

Placed far on the fatliomless main, 

Where Nature with Innocence dwelt in her youtli, 

When pure was her heart, and unbroken her truth. 

But now the fair rivers of Paradise wind 
Through countries and kingdoms o'erthrown ; 
Where the giiuit of Tyranny crushes mankind, 
Where he reigns, — and will soon reign alone ; 
For wide and more wide, o'er the sun-beaming zone. 
He strefches his hundred-fold arms, 
DespoiUng, destroying its charms ; 
Beneath his broad footstep the Ganges is dry, 
And the mountains recoil from the flash of his eye. 

Thus the pestilent Upas, the Demon of trees. 

Its boughs o'er the wilderness spreads, 

And with livid cijntagion polluting the breeze. 

Its mildewing influence sheds : 

The birds on the wing, and the flowers in their beds, 

Are slain by its venomous breath. 

That darkens the noonday with death ; 

And pale ghosts of travellers wander around, 

While their mouldering skeletons whiten tlie ground. 

Ah ! why hath Jehovah, in forming Uie world. 
With the waters divided the land. 
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Hia rainparts of rocks round the continent liiirl'd, 

And ci-adled the Deep in his hand, 

If man maj transgress his eternal command, 

And leap o'er the hounds of his birti, 

To ravage the uttermost earth. 

And violate nations and realms tliat should he 

Distinct as the billows, yet one as the sea? 

There are, gloomy Ocean I a brollierleBs clan, 

Who traverse thy banishing waves, 

The poor disinherited outcasts of man, 

Whom Avarice coins into slaves : 

From the homes of their kindi'ed, their forefathers' 

graves, 
Love, friendship, and conjugal bliss, 
They are dragg'd on the hoary abyss ; 
The shark hears their shrieks, and, ascending to day. 
Demands of the spoiler his shai'e of the prey. 

Then joy to the tempest that whelms them beneath. 

And makes their destruction its sport ! 

But woe to the winds that propitiously breathe. 

And waft them in safety lo port. 

Where the vultni-es and vampii-es of Mammon resort ; 

Where Europe ezuitingly drains 

The life-blood from Africa's veins ; 

Where man rules o'er man with a merciless rod, 

And spurns at his footstool the image of God ! 

The hour la approaching, — a terrible hour ! 
And Vengeance is bending her bow ; 
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Already the clouds of the hurricane lour, 

And the rock-rending whlrlwhids blow: 

Back rolls the huge Ocean, Heli opens below: 

The floods return headlong, — they sweep 

The slave-cultured lands to the deep ; 

In a moment entomb'd in the horrible void, 

By their Maker Himself in his anger destroy'd I 

Shall fhia he the fate of the cane-plsiated islea, 

More lovely Ihan clouds in the west, 

When the sun o'er the ocean descending in smiles 

Sinks softly and sweetly to rest? 

— No ! — Father of mercy ! befriend the opprcst ; 

At the voice of thy Glospel of peace 

May the sorrows of Africa cease ; 

And the slave and his master devoutly unite 

To walk ia tliy freedom, and dwell in thy light ! * 

As homeward my weary-wing'd Fancy extends 

Her star-lighted course through the skies, 

High over the mighty Atlantic ascends, 

And turns upon Europe her eyes ; 

Ah me ! what new prospects, new horrors arise ! 

I see the war-tempested flood 

All foaming, and panting with blood ; 

The panic-struck Ocean in agony roars, 

Rebounds &om the battle, and fiics to his shores, 
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For Bhitannia is wielding tlie trident to-day, 
Conamning her foes in her ire, 
And hurling the thunder of absolute sway 
From her wave-ruling chariots of fire : 

— She triumphs; — the winds and the waters conspire 
To spread her invincihie name ; 

— The universe rings with her fame ; 

— But the cries of the fiitherless mix with her praise, 
And the tears of the widow are shed on her bays.* 

Britain ! dear Brit^ ! the land of my birth j 

O Isle, most enchantingly fiiir! 

Thou Pearl of the Ocean! Thou Gem of the Earth! 

O my Mother ! my Mother ! beware ; 

For wealth is a phantom, and empu-e a snare : 

let not thy hu-thright be sold 

For reprobate glory and gold ! 

Thy distant dominions like wild graftings shoot, 

They weigh down thy trunk — they will tear up tliy 

The root of thine Oak, my country ! tliat stands ■ 

Kock-planted, and flourishing free ; 

Its branches are sti-etch'd o'er the uttermost lands, 

And its shadow eclipses the sea : 

The blood of our ancestors nourish'cl the tree ; 



• While the author van meditating Hiese stanzas, in sight of 
tha ocean from tlie Northern Cliffs, intelligance arrived of the 
naval victory of Sir Rol>ert Caider, over the French und Spaniah 
fleets off the westeni coast of Spi^. 
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From tlieir (omba, from their asliea it sprung ; 
Its boughs with their trophies are hung ; 
Their spirit dwells ia it : — and, hark ! for it spoke ; 
The voice of our fethers ascends from their Oak ! 

" Ye Britons, who dwell where we eonquer'd of old. 

Who inherit our battle-field graves ; 

Though poor were your fathei-s, — gigantic and hold, 

We were not, we could not he, slaves ; 

But firm as our ixicks, and as free as our waves, 

The spears of the Itomana we broke, 

"We never stoop'd under their yoke ; 

In the shipwreck of nations we stood up alone, — 

The world was great Cmsajl's — but Britain our own, 

" For ages and ages, with barbarous foea, 

The Saxon, Norwegian, and Gaul, 

We wTCstled, were foil'd, were cast down, but we rose 

With new vigor, new life from each fall ; 

£)/ all we were conquered -■ — We conquer'd them 

all! 
— The cruel, the cannibal mind. 
We softened, subdued, and refined : 
Beara, wolves, and sea monstera, they rnsh'd from 

their den ; 
We taught them, wo tamed (hem, wo tum'd lliem to 



" Love led the wild hordes in his Hon 
The tenderest, strongest of chains ; 
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Love married our hearts, lie united our hands, 

And mingled the blood in our veins ; 

One race we became : — on the mountains and plains 

"Where die wounds of our country were closed, 

The Ark of Religion reposed. 

The unquenchable Altar of Liberty blazed. 

And the Temple of Justice in Mei-cy was raised. 

" Ark, Altar, and Temple, we left widi our breath! 

To our children, a sacred bequest : 

guai-d them, keep them, in life and in death I 

So the shades of your fathers shall rest, 

And yoar spirits with oura be in Paradise bleat : 

— Let Ambition, the sin of the brave, 

And Avarice, the soul of a slave, 

No longer seduce your aifections to roam 

From Liberty, Justice, Eehgion, at home." 
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THE COMMON LOT, 



Okce in the flight of ages psist, 
There lived a man : — and who was he ? 
— Morfal 1 howe'er tliy lot be cast, 
That Man resembled Thee. 

Unknown the region of his birth, 
The land in which he died unknown : 
His name has perish'd from the earth ; 
This truth si 



That joy and grief, and tope and fear. 
Alternate triumph'd in his breast ; 
His bliss and woe, — a smile, a, tear ! 
— Oblivion hides the rest. 

The bounding pulse, the languid limb, 
The changing spirifs' rise and fall ; 
We know that these were felt by him, 
For these are felt by aJl. 
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He suffer'd, — but his pangs are o'er ; 
Enjo/d, — but his dcligMs ai-e fled ; 
Had friends, — his friends are now no more 
And foes, — his foes are dead. 

He loved, — but whom he loved, the grave 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb : 
0, she was fair I — hut nought could save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen ; 
Encounter'd all that troubles thee : 
He was — whatevei- thou hi^t been ; 
He is — what thou shaJt be. 

The ix)lling seasons, day and night. 
Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and main, 
Erewhilc his portion, life, and Eght, 
To him exist in vain. 

The clouds and sunbeams, o'er his eye 
That oace their shades and glory threw. 
Have left in yonder silent sky 
Ko vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race, 
Their ruins, since the world began. 
Of Him afford no other trace 
Than this, — Theke lived a man ! 

Kin>em6er i, 1305. 
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THE WEST INDIES. 



i POEM, IN FOUR PARTS, 
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PREFACE. 



In the spring of 1807, while I w 
what Lord Byron hsis heen pleased to call my " lost 
works," from the havoc which the Edinburgh Re- 
viewers have made of them ; and while I was medi- 
tating how I might indemnify my enterprising pub- 
lishers for the waste paper of two thousand copies, 
which they had recently issued at their own risk, — ■ 
a more formidable calamity than my early " blossoms 
perishing before the northern blast," overtook me, 
which threatened destruction to hopes more reaaon- 
able, and resting upon foundations more substantial 
than castles in the sur, which may be upbeld by a 
puff, or blown down with a breath. 

The slow but sure prosperity of my newspaper met 
with a check, which might bring upon it decay not 
less sure and much less slow than had been the 
gradual ascendency which it had gained through 
thirteen years of patient struggling against rivalship, 

(137) 
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hostility, lakewannness, and desertions, as the passions 
and prejudices of political frieads or antagonists 
fluctuated, sometimes in favor, sometimes against 
the resolute independence of principle, and right of 
private judgment, which I had always maintiuned. 
Ruin both of fame and fortune — humble as were 
my desires in regard of the latter, and vam as my 
aspirations after the former bad been — now seemed 
inevitable to one, who, from the unhappy exppiience 
of his youth, had been accustomed, nndei the se- 
renest aspect of the passing hour, to look forward to 
the darkest " shadows " which " coming events cast 
before " them. 

In this twofold dilemma, since misfortunes seldom 
come single, and expecting a long brood to follow, I 
was giving myself up to despondency, when I re- 
ceived a letter from the late Mr. Eowyer, of Pall 
Mall (to whom I was an entire stranger), announcing, 
that he had projected a splendid memorial of the 
recent triumph of justice and humanity, in the Abo- 
lition of the Slave Trade by an Act of the British 
Legislature, — in a series of pictures, representing 
the past sufferings and the anticipated blessings of 
the long-wronged and late-i^hted Africans, both in 
their own land and in the "West Indies. The en- 
gravings from these designs were to be accompanied 
by a poem illustrative of the subject This he very 
courteously requested me to contribute. Soon elated 
as soon depressed, I eagerly, yet tremblingly, under- 
took the commission, for I could not help doubting 
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■ the wisdom of Mr. Bowyer's choice of a poet, after 
the jiidgraent which had been passed upon my re- 
cent performances hy the critical infallibilities of my 
own country. But the prize held out was worth an 
effort at any peril to my doubdnl reputation, es- 
pecially as the condemned volume had beea more 
graciously treated by the censors of literature in the 
land which had adopted me from my childhood, than 
in that which had given me birth. "Wherefore, 
having ever since I penned a, paragraph, either in 
verse or prose, for a newspaper, availed myself of 
eveiy fair opportunity to expose the iniquities and 
abominations of the Slave Trade and Slavery, I gave 
my whole mind to the theme. It haunted me day 
aad night, in the house and in the field, alone or ia 
company ; however engaged in business, in conver- 
sation, or in amusement, the process of thought and 
of composition was conf inuaUy in exercise, and under 
all these different situations and incompatible circum- 
stances, portions of the poem were either suggested, 
elaborated, or suddenly, not to say spontaneously, 
produced. This iact may account for a certain tone 
of eam^tness and vehemence, pervading many pas- 
sages, which a friendly but candid critic told me gave 
to the versification the character of loud speaking. 
Such as It was, however, the public wiUingly listened 
and sufficiently approved. 

Mr, Eowyer, meanwhile, having extended his plan, 
and instead of one poem, having obtained three, I 
found myself honorably associated with the late 

VOL. I. 9 
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Jamea Gbiliame, Esq. the author of The Sahbath, and 
Miss Benger, to whom our national literature ia in- 
debted for several valuable works in history and bi- 
ography. The publication, from various hinder- 
ances which interfered, did not fake place till 1809. 
The following is a copy of the Original Preface to 
my porljon of tie work, entitled " The West Indies," 
which preceded the contributions of Mr. Grahame 
and Miss Benger, the one entitled "Africa Delivered," 
and the other '' The Abolition of ike Slave Trade." 

Odidbea- IT, 18*0. 
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TO THE PUBLIC. 



This poem -vma undertalien at the request of Mr, 
Bowyei', in May, 1807. The author had not the reso- 
lution to forego an opportunity of being presented 
before the public, in a style of external magnificence, 
which he would never have had ilie assurance to as- 
sume unsolicited. Though he is convinced that, 
were it proper to explain the private history of this 
work, he would be fully acquitted of presumption in 
having accepted the splendid invitation of (he pro- 
prietor, yet he cannot help feeling that an appear- 
ance so superb, instead of prejudicing the public in 
his favor, will, in reality, only render him more ob- 
vious, and obnoxious to criticism, if he be found un- 
. worthy of the situation in which he stands. Con- 
scious, however, that he has exerted his utmost dili- 
gence and abiUty to do honor to his theme, and well 
aware that his poem can derive no lustre from (he 
accompanying embellishments, unless it first casts a 
glory upon them, he thinks himself warranted to hope 
that it will be read and judged with the same indul- 
(lai) 
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gence, which, from past success, he believes it would 
have experienced had it been produced in a fomi 
more becoming his pretensions as a man and a 
writer. 

There are objections against the title and plan of 
this piece, which will occur to almost every reader. 
The author wUl not antidpate them : he will only 
observe, that the title seemed the best, and tlie plan 
the most eUgihie, which he could adapt to a subject 
so various and excursive, yet so familiar and ex- 
hausted, as tie African Skve Trade, — a subject 
which had become antiquated, by frequent, minute, 
and disgusting exposure ; which aiforded no oppor- 
tunity to awaken, suspend, and delight curiosity, by 
a subtle and surprising development of plot; and 
concerning which pubUe feeling had been wearied 
into insensibility, by the agony of interest which the 
question excited, during three and twenty years of 
almost incessant discussion. That trade is at length 
abolished. May its memory be immortal, that hence- 
forth it may be known only ^ its memory ! 

Sheffdd, December 1, 1E06. 
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THE WEST INDIES. 



SOi-odaclion ; Ob the AboMon of ifte Sioms-IVcrfe,— The Man 
ner'a Compms, — Cblwabiui. — The DUcosery of Ameiica.^ 
The Wkit /juEoB lalmide. — The Chariti. — Their Ectenama 



" Tnr chains are broken, Africa, be free ! " 
Thua saith tie island-empress of the sea ; 
Thus smth Britannia. 0, ye winds and waves ! 
Waft the glad tidings to the land of slaves ; 
Proclaim on Guinea's coast, by Gambia's side. 
And far as Niger rolls his eastern tide,* 
Through radiant realms, beneath the burning zone, 
Where Europe's curse is felt, her name unknown, 
Thua saith Britannia, empress of the sea, 
" Thy chains are broken, Africa, be fi-ee !" 
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13i THE WEST INDIES. PAET I. 

Long lay the ocean-paths from man conceal'd ; 
Light came from heaven, — the magnet was reveal'd, 
A surer star to guide the seaman's eye 
Than the pale glory of the nortliei'ii sky ; 
Alike ordain'd to shine by night and day, 
Through calm and tempest, with unsetting ray ; 
Where'er the mountains rise, the billows roll, 
StiU with strong impulse turning to the pole, 
True as the sun is to the morning true, 
Though light as Aim, and tvembling as the dew. 

Then man no longer plied with timid oar, 
And failing heart, along the windward shore ; 
Broad to the sky he tum'd his fearless seuI, 
Defied the advei-se, woo'd the favoring gale 
Bared to the storm his adamantine breast, 
Or soft on ocean's lap lay down to rest ; 
"While free, as clouds the liquid ether sweep, 
His white-wing'd vessels coursed the unbounded 

From clime to clime the wanderer loved to roam. 
The waves his heritage, the world his home. 

Then first Columbiis, irith the mighty hand 
Of grasping genius, weigh'd the sea and land ; 
The floods o'erbalanced : — where the tide of light, 
Day after day, roli'd dovm the gulf of night. 
There aeem'd one waste of wafers : — long in vain 
His spirit brooded o'er the Atlantic main ; 
When sudden, as creation burst from nought, 
Sprang a new world through his stupendous thought, 
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Light, order, beauty I — "While his mind explored 
The unveiling mystery, his heart adored ; 
Where'er sublime imagination, trod, 
He teard the voice, he saw the face of God. 

Far from the western cliffs he cast his eye. 
O'er the wide ocean sti-etching to the sky : 
In calm magnificence the sun declined, 
And left a paradise of clouds behind : 
Proud at his feet, with pomp of pearl and gold. 
The billows in a sea of glory roll'd. 

" — Ah ! on this aea of glory might I sail, 
Track the bright sun, and pierce the eternal veil 
That hides those lands, beneath Hesperian skies. 
Where daylight sojourns till our morrow rise ! " 

Thoughtful he wander'd on the beach alone ; 
Mild o'er the deep the vesper planet shone, 
The eye of evening, hiightening through the west 
Till the sweet moment when it shut to rest; 
" Whither, golden Venus I art thou fled ? 
Not in the ocean-chambers lies thy bed ; 
Bound the dim world thy glittering chariot drawn 
Pursues the twihghf^ or precedes the dawa; 
Thy beauty noon and midnight never see. 
The mom and eve divide the year with thee." 

Soft fell the shades, till Cynthia's slender bom 
Crested the furthrat wave, then sunk below : 
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"Tell me, i-esplendent guardian of the nighty 
Circling the sphere in thy perennial flight, 
"What secret p^h of heaven thy smiles adorn. 
What nameless sea reflects thy gleaming horn ? " 

Now earth and ocean vanish'd, all serene 
The starry flrmameat alone was seen ; 
Through the slow, silent hours, he watch'd the host, 
Of midnight suns in western darkness loat, 
Till Night himself, on shadowy pinions borne, 
Fled o'er the mighty waters, and the mom 
Danced on the mountains : — " Lights of heaven I " 

he cried, 
" Lead on ; — I go to win a glorious hride ; 
Feariess o'er gulfe unknown I urge my way. 
Where peril prowls, and shipwreck lurks for prey ; 
Hope swells my sail ; — in spirit I behold 
That maiden-world, twin-siater of the old, 
By nature nursed beyond the jealous sea, - 
Denied to ages, hut beti-oth'd to me." * 

' When tlie author of the Weal IwSet conceived the plan of 
this introdnotion of Columbus, ha was not aware that ha was 
indehtod b> any preceduig poet for a. bint on the aubjaot; but 

Maboc, it atraok liim thnt the Men of Colnnibua walking on 
the shora nt sunsst, which he had hithe t mag ned h 3 owii 
might bo only a reHeeiion of the impresfiion made poa b H 
mind long before, by the first rending of the followin- plen hd 
passage. Ho therefore gladly ronfces th s ckn wledgi ent, 
though at bis own espense, in justice to tl e nn 1 of I e 
DObleBt narmtivo poem in the English langn ge ifter tbe 
FAnsiB QuuBNS and Pabadise Lost. 
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The winiSs were prosperous, and the billows bore 
The hrave adventurer to the promised shore ; . 
Far in the west, ai'ray'd in purple liglit, 
Dawn'd the new world on his eni'aptured sight : 
Hot Adam, loosen'd from the encumliering earth, 
Waked by the breath of God to instant birth. 
With sweeter, wilder wonder gazed around, 
When life witliin, and light without he found ; 
When, all creation rashing o'er his aoui, 
He aeem'd to live and breathe throughout the whole. 
So felt Columbus, when, divinely fair. 
At the last look of resolute despair, 
The Hesperian isles, from distance dimly blue, 
With gradual beauty open'd on his view. 

" When eyBQing came towaril the echoing shore 
land CndwaUon walk' d together forth; 
Bright with dilated gloiy shone the west; 
. But br^hter lay the ocetin flood below. 
The buralsh'd silvBr sao, that lieaved and flash'd 
Its resHsss rnys iutolerahly bright. 
' Prince,' quoth Cftdwullon, ' thou host vode tlie waves 
Id. trianiph -nheu the luTadar felt tbine arm. 

what a nobler conquest might be won 

There, — upon that wide Jield ! ' — ' What meanest thou ? • 

1 cried; — ' That yonder waters are not spread 
A boundless waste, n bonrne impassable ; 

That thou shouldst rale the elements, — that there 
Mi^t manly courage, manly wisdom, find 
Borne happy iele, some andiscOTBr'd ahore. 
Some resting-place for peace. Oh ! that my soul 
Oould seize the wings of momlngl soon would I 
Behold that other world, where yonder smi 
Now speeds to duwn in glory.' " 
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In that proud moment, his transported mind 
The morning and the evening worlds combined, 
And made the sea, that eunder'd them before, 
A bond of peace, xmitiBg shore to shore. 

Vain, visionary hope ! rapacious Spain 
FoUow'd her hero's triumph o'er tlie main, 
Her hardy sons in fields of battle tried, 
Where Moor and Christian desperately died. 
A rabid race, fanatically bold. 
And steel'd to cnielfy by lust of gold, 
Traversed the waves, the unknown world explored, 
The cross their standard, but their faith the swoi-d ; 
Their steps were graves j o'er prostrate realms they 

They worshipp'd Mammon while they vow'd to God. 

Let nobler hards in loftier numbers tel! 
How Cortez eonquer'd, Montezuma fell ; 
How fierce Pizarro's ruffian arm o'erthrew 
The sun's resplendent empire in Peru ; 
How, like a prophet, old Las Casas stood, 
And raised his voice against a sea of blood, 
Whose chilling waves recoil'd while he foretold 
His country's ruin by avenging gold. 
— That gold, for which unpitied Indians fell, 
That gold, at oBce the snare and scourge of hell, 
Thenceforth by righteous Heaven was doom'd to slied 
Unmingled curses on the spoiler's head ; 
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For gold the Spaniard cast his soul away, — 
His goH and he were every nation's prey. 

But themes hke these would ask an augel-ljre, 
Iianguage of light and sentiment of Are ; 
Give me to sing, in melancholy strains, 
Of Charib martyrdoms and Negro chains ; 
One race by tyrants rooted from the earth, 
One doom'd to slavery by the laint of birth ! 

Where first his drooping sails Columbus furl'd 
And sweetly rested in anotlier world, 
Amidst the heaven-reflecting oceaa, smiles 
A constellation of elysiau isles ; 
Fair as Orion when he mounts on high, 
Sparkling with midnight splendor from the sky : 
They bask beneath the sun's meridian rays. 
When not a shadow breaks the boundless blaze ; 
The breath of ocean wanders through their vales 
In mommg breezes and in evening gales : 
Earth from her lap perennial verdure pours. 
Ambrosial fruits, and amarantliine flowers ; 
O'er the wild mountains and luxuriant plains, 
Nature in all the pomp of beauty reigns, 
In all the pride of freedom. — Natcee fkee 
Proclaims that Man was bom for liberty. 
She flourishes where'er the sunbeams play 
O'er living fountains, sallying into day ; 
She withers where the waters cease to roll, 
And night and winter stagnate round the pole : 
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Man too, where freedom's beams and foiiiitaina rise 
Springs fi-om the dust, and blossoms to the skies ; 
Dead to the joys of light and life, the slave 
Clings to the clod ; his root is in the grave :■ 
Bondage is winter, daj'kness, death, despair ; 
Freedom the sun, the sea, the mountains, and tlie ai. 

In plajjid indolence supinely blest, 
A feeble race these beauteous islea poaaeaa'd ; 
tJnIamed, untaught, in arts and arma unskiU'd, , 
Their patrimonial soU they rudely till'd. 
Chased the free rovers of tlie savage wood, 
Ensnared the wild-bird, swept the scaly flood ; 
Shelter'd in lowly huts their fragile foiins 
From burning suns and desolating storms ; 
Or when the halcyon sported on lie breeze. 
In light canoes they skimm'd Ite rippling seas ; 
Their lives in dreams of soothing languor flew, 
No parted joj-a, no future pains they knew, 
The passing moment all their bliss or care; 
Such as their sires had been the children were, 
From age to age ; as waves upon the tide 
Of atormless time, they calmly lived and died. 

Drsadfiil as hurricanes, athwart the main 
Eush'd' the fell legions of invading Spain ; 
"With fraud and force, with fiilse and fefat breath, 
(Submission bondage, and resistance death,) 
They swept the isles. In vain the simple race 
Kneel'd to the iron sceptre of tlieir grace, 
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Or n ith ive^ irms theii" flery vengeance braved i 
Thej came, they saw, tliey conquei^'cl, they easlaved, 
And thej doBtioy'd ; — the generous heart they 

They cruth'd the tunid neck beneath the yoke ; 
"Wheie'et to battle march'd their fell array. 
The sword of conquest plough'd resistless way ; 
"Where'er from cruel toii they sought repose, 
Arornid the fires of devastation rose. 
The Indian, as he tum'd his head in flight, 
Beheld his cottage flaming through the night, 
And, midst tlie shrieks of murder on the wind. 
Heard the mute blood-hound's death-step close be- 

The conflict o'er, the valiant in their graves, 
The wretched remnant dwindled info slaves ; 
Condemn'd m pestilential cells to pine. 
Delving for gold amidst the gloomy mine. 
The sufferer, sick of life-protracling breath. 
Inhaled with joy tlie flre-damp blast of death : 

— Condemn'd to fell the mountain palm on high, 
That cast its shadow from the evening sky, 

Ere the free trembled to his feeble stroke, 
The wooclman languisb'd, and his heartstrings 
broke; 

— Condemn'd in torrid noon, with palsied hand, 
To ViTge the alow plough o'er the obdurate land, 
The laborer, smitten by the sun's quick ray, 

A corpse along the unfinish'd furrow lay. 
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O'erwhelra'd at length with, ignominious tod, 
Mingling tlieir barren aslies with the soil, 
Down to tlie dust the Charib people pass'd, 
Like autumn foliage withering in the blast ; 
The whole race sunk beneath the oppressor's rod, 
And left a blanli among the works of God. 



ENT) OF TAUT I 
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The Cane. — A/naa. — Hie JVejiro. — The S7»e- Oij-t^n;- 
Trade, — TVte Mnans and Men/arces of the Slane Trade, — 
The Partwffueae, — Dutch, — Danes, — French, — and Bnglis) 
in Ameriea. 

Among- the bowers of paradise, that graced 
Those islands of the world-dividing waste, 
Where towering cocoas waved their gi-acefiil locks, 
And vines lusiu'iaiit chister'd round the rocks ; 
Where orange-groves perfmn'd the circhng air, 
With verdure, flowers, and fruit for ever fwr ; 
Gay myrtle-fohage tradc'd the winding rills, 
And cedar forests slumber'd on the hills ; 
— An eastern plant, ingrafted on the soil,* 
Was tiU'd for ages with consuming toil ; 
No tree of knowledge with forbidden fruit, 
Death in the taste, and ruin at the i-oot ; 
Tet in its growth were good and evil found, — 
It hless'd the planter, but it cin^ed the ground ; 
While with \Bia wealth it goi^ed the master's hoard, 
And spread with manna his luxurious boaj-d, 

* Ths cme la said to hava been first transplnnted from 
Madeira to the Brazil'', by the Portngnese, nnd afterwurds 
introdaced by tha Spaniards into the Chai'ibbee Islauds. — See 
^ olsopags 144, kite 6 > 
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Its culture was perdition to the slave,—- 
It sapp'd hia life, and flotirish'd on hisgrave. 

When the fierce spoiler from remorseless Spain 
Tasted the balmy spirit of the cane, 
(Already had his rival in the west 
From the rich reed ambrosial sweetness press'd,) 
Dai'k through his thoughts the miaer purpose roU'd 
To turn its hidden treasures into gold. 
But at hia breath, by pestilent decay, 
The Indian tribes were swiflly swept away ; 
Silence and horror o'er the isles were spread, 
The liyiug seem'd tiie spectres of the dead. 
The Spaniard saw ; no sigh of pity stole, 
No pang of conscience touch'd his aullen soul ; 
The tiger weeps not o'er the kid ; — he tams 
His flashing eyes abroad, and madly bums 
For nobler victims, and for wanner hlood : 
Thus on the Charib shore the tyrant stood, 
Thus cast his eyes with fury o'er the tide, 
And far beyond the gloomy gulf descried 
Devoted Africa : he burst away, 
And with a yell of transport grasp'd Iiib prey. 

Where the stupendous Mountains of the Moon 
Cast their broad shadows o'er the realms of noon ; 
From rude Caffraria, where the ^raffes browse, 
With stately heads among the forest boughs. 
To Atlss, where Numidian hons glow 
With torrid fire beneath et«mal snow : 
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From Nubian hills, that hail the dawning day, 
To Guinea's coast, where evening fades away, 
Regions immense, unsearchable, unknown, 
Bask ia the splendor of the solar zone ; 
A world of wondeiB, — where creation seems 
No more the works of Mature, but her dreams ! 
Great, wild, and beautiful, beyond control. 
She reigns in all tiie freedom of her soul ; 
"Where none can check her bounty when she showers 
O'er the gay ■wilderness her fruits and llowei's ; 
None brave her fuiy, when, with whirlwind breath. 
And cEffthquake step, she walka abroad with death : 
O'er boundless plains she holds her fiery flight. 
In terrible munificence of light ; 
At blazing noon pursues the evening breeze, 
Through, the dun gloom of realm-o'ershadowing trees. 
Her thirst at Nile's mysterious fountain quells. 
Or bathes in secrecy where Niger swells 
An inland ocean, on whoso jasper rocks 
With shells and sea-flower wreaths she binds her locks: 
She sleeps on isles of velvet verdure, placed 
Midst sandy gulfe and shoals for ever waste ; 
She guides her countless flocks to cheriah'd rills ; 
And feeds her cattle on a thousand hills { 
Her steps the wild bees welcome through the vale. 
From every blossMu that embalma the gale ; 
The slow unwieldy river-horse she leads 
Through the deep waters, o'er the pasturing meads ; 
And climbs the mountains that invade the sky, 
To soothe the eagle's nestlings when they cry. 
VOL. I. 10 
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At sunset, wLeu voracious monsters burst 

Fi-om cireams of blood, awaied by madrtening thirst; 

When the lorn eaves, in which they shrunk from light, 

Eiiig with wild echoes through the hideous night ; 

When darknesa seems alive, and all the air 

Is one tremendous uproar of despair, 

Horror, and agony ; — on her they call ; 

She hears their clamor, she provides for all, 

Leads the light leopard on liia eager way, 

And goads the gaunt hyasna to his prey. 

In these romantic regions man grows wUd : 
Here dweUs the Negro, natui-e's outcast child, 
Scorn'd by Lis brethren ; but his mother's eye, 
That gazes on him from her warmest sky, 
Sees in his flexile limbs untufoi^'d grace, 
Power on his forehead, beauty in his face ; 
Sees in his breast, where lawless passions rove. 
The heart of fiiendahip and the home of love } 
Sees in his mind, where desolation reigns, 
Fierce as his clime, uncultur'd as his plains, 
A soil where virtue's fairest flowers might shoot, 
And trees of science bend with glorious fruit ; 
Sees in his soul, involved with thickest night. 
An emanation of eternal hght, 
Ordain'd, midst sinking worlds, his dust to fire, 
And shine for ever when the stars expire. 
Is he not man, though knowledge never shed 
Her quickening beams on his neglected head ? 
Is he not man, though sweet religion's voice 
Ne'er made the mourner in his &od rejoice? 
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Is he not man, by sin and suffeiing tried ? 
Is he not man, for whom the Saviour died ? 
Belie the Negi'o'a powers : — in headlong will, 
Cliriatian ! thy brother thou shalt prove him still : 
Belie his virtues ; since his wrongs began, 
Ilis folhes and his crimes have stampt him Man, 

The Spaniard found him such : — the island-rac 
His foot had spum'd from earth's insulted face ; 
Among the waife and foundlings of mankind, 
Abroad he look'd, a sturdier stock to find ; 
A spring of life, whose fountains should supply 
His channels as he drank the rivers dry ; 
That stock he found on Afric's swarming plains, 
That spring he open'd in the Negro's veins ; 
A spring, exliaustless as his avarice drew, 
A stodt that like Prometheus' vitals grew 
Beneath the eternal beak his heart that tore, 
Beneath the insatiate thirst that drain'd his gore. 
Thus, childless as the Charibbeans died, 
Afric's strong sons the raveuing waste supphed ; 
Of hardier fibre to endure the yoke. 
And self-renew'd beneath the severing sti-oke ; 
As grim oppression erush'd them to the tomb. 
Their fruitful parent's miserable womb 
Teem'd with fresh myriads, crowded o'er the waves 
Heirs to their toil, their sufferings, and their graves 

Freighted with curses was the bark that bore 
The spoilers of the west to Guinea's shore ; 
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Heavy with groans of anguish blew the gales 
That swell'd that fatal bark's returning sails ; 
Old Ooean shrunlt as o'er his surface flew 
The human cai^ and the demon crew. 

— Thenee&rtli, unoumber'd as the waves that roil, 
Fi'om sun to sun, or pass from pole to pole, 
Oatcasts and exiles, frooa their country torn, 

la floating dungeons o'er the gulf were borne ; 
— The valiant, seized in peril-daring fight ; 
The weak, surprised in nalsedness and night ! 
Subjects by mei-cenaiy despots sold ; 
Victims of justice prostitute for gold; 
Brothers by brothers, friends by friends betray'd ; 
Snared in her lover's arms the trusting mmd ; 
The faithful wife by her ftlse lord estranged, 
For one wild cup of drunken blias exchanged ; 
From the brut^-mother's knee, the infimt-boy, 
Kadnapp'd in slumber, barter'd for a toy ; 
The father, resting at Ais father's tree, 
Doom'd by the son to die beyond the sea : 

— All Iwnda of kindred, law, alliance broke, 
All ranks, all nations crouching to the yoke ; 
From fields of light, unshadow'd climes, that lie 
Panting beneath the sun's meridian eye ; 
From hidden Ethiopia's utmost land ; 

From Zaara's fickle wilderness of sand ; 
From Congo's blazing plains and blooming woods ! 
From Whidah's InUs, that gush with golden floods ; 
Captives of tyrant power and dastard wiles, 
Dispeopled Afliea, and gorged the isles. 
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Loud and perpetual o'er the Atlantic waves, 
For guilty ages, roll'd the tide of slaves ; 
A tide that knew no fall, no turn, no rest, 
Constant as day and night from east to west ; 
Slill widening, deepening, swelling in its course. 
With boundless ruin and resistless force. 

Quickly by Spain's alluring fortune fired. 
With hopes of fame, and dreams of wealth in- 
spired, 
Europe's dread powers from ignominious ease 
Started ; their pennons stream'd on every breeze : 
And sdll where'er the wide discoveri^ spread, 
The uane was planted, and the native bled ; 
While, nursed by liercer suns, of nobler race. 
The Negro toil'd and periah'd in his place. 

First, Lusitaoia, — she whose prowa had borne 
Her arras triumphant round the car of mom, 
— Tnrn'd to the setting sun her bright array, 
And hung her trophies o'er the couch of day. 

Holland — whose hardy sons roll'd back the 

To build the haleyon-nest of hberty. 
Shameless abroad the enslaving flag uufurl'd, 
And reign'd a despot in Uie younger world. 

Denmark, — whose roving hordes, in barbarous 

Fill'd the wide North with piracy and crimes. 
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Awed every shore, and taught their keels to sweep 
O'er every sea, the Arabs of the deep, 

— Emhark'd, once more to western conquest led 
Ey RoUo's spirit, risen from the dead. 

Gallia, — who vainly aim'd, in depth of night, 
To hurl old Rome from her Tarpeian height, 
(But lately l^d, with unprevented blow, 
The thrones of kings, the hopes of freedom low,) 

— Rush'd o'er the theatre of splendid toils, 
To brave the dangers and divide the spoils. 

Britannia, — she who scathed the crest of Spain, 
AnA won the ti-ident sceptre of the maJD, 
When to the raging wind and ravening tide 
She gave the huge Armada's scatter'd pride, 
Smit by the tliuuder-wielding hand that hurl'd 
Her vengeance round the wave-encircled world ; 

— Britannia shared the glory and the guilt, — 
By her were Slavery's isjand-altars built. 

And fed with human victims ; — while the cries 
Of blood demanding vengetuice from the skies, 
Ass^l'd her traders' grovelling hearts in vain, 

— Heai-ts dead to sympathy, alive to g^n. 
Hard from impunity, with avarice cold. 
Sordid as earth, insensible as gold. 

Thus through a night of ages, in whose shade 
The sons of darkness plied the infernal trade, 
Wild Africa beheld her tribes, at home. 
In battle slam ; abroad, eondenm'd to roam 
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O'er the salt waves, in stranger-isles to bear, 
(Forlorn of hope, and sold into despair,) 
Through life's slow journey, to its dolorous dose, 
Unseen, unwept, imutterahle woes. 
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The Lose of Cmmtrij, and of Ihme, the same in nit A^es and 
oniOB^ all JVrtiions. — The ^ejro'8 Borne and Conntfy. — 

Mmgo Parh. — FrOffresa of Ike Slave Trade The Mid^a 

Fatiage. — The JFeynJ in the Wesl AiSes. — The Guinea Cap- 
bUn. — The Oflofo FJtatter.— Tlie Moors of Sarbary.—Sae- 
Cofieera, — Maroons. — St Soimngo. — flfMTtcmtes. — Tie 
Tellow Ffver. 

Thbkb is a land, of every land tte pride, 
Beloved by Heaven o'er all the world beside ; 
Where brighter suns dispense serener light, 
And milder moons emparadiee the night; 
A land of beauty, virtue, valor, truth, 
Time-tutor'd age, and love-exalted youtli ; 
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores. 
Views not a realm so bountifijl and fair. 
Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air ; 
In every clime the magnet of his soul, 
Touch'd by remembrance, trembles to that pole ; 
For in this land of Heaven's peculiar gi-ace, 
The heritage of nature's noblest race, 
There is a spot of earth supremely blest^ 
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest, 
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"Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside 

His sword and sceptre, pagesuitiy and pride, 

Wliile in his aoften'd looks benignly blend 

The sire, the son, the husband, brother, friend : 

Here woman reigns ; llie mother, daughter, wife, 

Strews with fresh flowers the narrow way of life ; 

In the clear heaven of her dehghfiul eye. 

An angel^ard of loves and graces lie ; 

Ai-ound her knees domestic duties meet, 

And fire-side pleasures gambol at her feet. 

" Where shall tiiat land, that spot of earth be found ? " 

Art thou a man ? — a patriot ? — look around ; 

0, thou shalt find, liowe'er thy footsteps roam. 

That land tA^ country, aud that spot tht/ home ! 

On Greenland's rocks, o'er rude Karaaehatlta's 
plms, 
In pale Siberia's desolate domains j 
When the wild hunter takes his lonely way, 
Tracks through tempestuous snows his savage prey, 
The reindeer's spoil, the ermine's treasure shares, 
And feasts his famine on the fat of bears ; 
Or, wrestling with the might of ra^g seas. 
Where round the pole the eternal billows freeze, 
Piuclcs from their jaws the stricken whale, in Tain 
Plunging down headlong through the whirling main j 
— His wastes of ice are lovelier in his eye 
Than all the flowery vales beneath the sky ; 
And dearer far than Ctesar's palace-dome. 
His cavem-shelt«r, and his cottage-home. 
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O'er China's garden-flelds and peopled floods ; 
In California's pathless world of woods ; 
Round Andes' heights, where Winter, from his 

throne. 
Looks down in scorn upon the summer zone ; 
By the gay borders of Bermuda's isles, 
Where Spring wilii everlasting verdure smiles ; 
On pure Madeira's vine-robed hills of health ; 
In Java's swamps of pestilence and wealth ; 
Where Babel stood, where wolves and jackal? drink. 
Midst weeping willows, on Euphrates' brink ; 
On Carmel's crest ; by Jordan's reverend stream, 
Where Canaan's glories vMiish'd like a dream ; 
Where Greece, a spectre, haunts her heroes' graves, 
And Home's vast ruins darken Tiber's waves ; 
Where breken-hearted Switzerland bewails 
Her subject mountains and dishonor'd vales ; 
Where Albion's rocks exult amidst the sea. 
Around the beauteous isle of Liberty ; 
— Mam, through all ages of revolving time, 
Unchanging man, in every varying clime. 
Deems his own land of every land the pride, 
Beloved by Heaven o'er all the world beside ; 
His home the spot of earth supremely blest, 
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest. 



And is the Negro outlaw'd from his birth ? 
Is he alone a stranger on the earth ? 
Is there no shed, whose peeping roof appears 
So lovely that it fills his eyes with teai-s ? 
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No land, whose name, in exile heard, ^^■ill dart 

Ice through his veins, and lightning through his 

heart ? 
Ah ! yes ; beneath the beams of brighter akies, 
His home amidst his father's country lies ; 
There with the partner of his soul he shares 
Love-mingled pleasures, love-divided cares ; 
There as with nature's warmest filial Are, 
He soothes his blind, and feeds his heiple^ aire ; 
His children sporting round his hut behold 
How they shall cherish him when he is old, 
Tnun'd by example from their tenderest youth 
To deeds of charity, and words of truth.* 
— Is he not blest ? Behold, at closing day, 
The negro-village swarms abroad to play ; 
He treads the dance through all its rapturous rounds, 
To the wild music .of barbarian sounds ; 

• Dr. Winterbotham Bays, " The rsspaot which tha Afrioans 
pay to oU people is very great. — Ona of tlie severest insults 
■which can be offersd to an African is to speak disrespectfully 
of his mother." — " The Negro race is, perhaps, the moat pro- 
lifio of all the hnman species. Their infancy and youth aie 
singularly happy. — The mothers ai-a pasBionataly fond of thair 
children." — GoWaiTy't Ti-aveli. — "Strike ine," said ray at- 
tendant, "bnt do not enrse my mothar." .— " The same senii- 
nient I foond universally to prevail." — " One of the first les- 
eoue in wlilch tiie M^dingo women Instruct their children is 
the practice of Irmh, It was the only ooasolation for a Negro 
mother, whose son had been murdered by the Moore, that ike 
poor bog had nena- lolda He." —Park's Travelt. Tha descrip- 
tioQ of African life and mimoera tliot follows, and the song of 
tha Negro's daughters, are copied without exaggeration from 
tiie authentio acoonDts of Mungo Parit. 
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Or, stretclid at ease, where broad palmettos shower 
Delicious coolness in his shadowy bower, 
He feasts on tales of witchcraft, that give birth 
To breathless wonder, or ecstatic mirth : 
Yet most delighted, when, in rudest rhymes. 
The minsti-el wakes the song of eider times, 
Wlien men were heroes, slaves to Beauty's charms. 
And aU the joys of life were love and arms. 

— Is not the Negro blest ? His generous soil 
With harvest-plenty crowns his simple toil ; 
More tJian his wants his flocks and fields afford ; 
He loves to greet the stranger at his board : 

" The winds were roaring, and the "White Man fled, 

The vains of night descended on his head ; 

The poor "Wliite Man sat down beneath our tree, 

Weary and fsunt, and fer from home was he ; 

For him no mother fills with milk the bowl. 

No wife prepares the bread to eheer his soul ; 

— Pity the poor White Man who sought our tree, 
No wife, no mother, and no home has he." 

Thus sang the Negro's daughters ; — once again, 
that the poor White Man might hear that strain ! 

— Whether the ■victim of the treacherous Moor, 
Or from tlie Negro's hospitable door 
Spura'd as a spy from Europe's hateful elime. 
And left to perish for thy country's crime ; 

Or destined still, when all thy wanderings cease. 
On Albion's lovely lap to rest in peace ; 
Pilgrim ! in heaven or earth, where'er thou be, 
Angela of mercy guide and comfort thee ! 
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Thus lived fie Negro in his native land, 
TUl Chrisfjan cruisers anclior'cl on his strand; 
Where'er their grasping arms the spoilers spread, 
The Negro's joys, the Negro's virtues, fled ; 
Till, far amidst the wilderness unknown, 
They flourish'd in the sight of Heaven alone : 
While from the coast, with wide and wider sweep, 
The race of Mammon dragg'd across the deep 
Their sable victims, to that western bourne, 
From which no traveller might e'er return, 
To blazen in the ears of future slaves 
The seeretB of the world beyond the waves. 

When the loud trumpet of eternal doom 
Shall break the mortal bondage of the tomb ; 
When with a mother's pangs the expiring earth 
Shall biing her children forth to second birth ; 
Then shall tlie sea's mysteriouB caverns, spread 
With human relics, render up their dead : 
Though warm with life the heaving suites glow, 
Where'er the winds of heaven were wont to blow, 
In sevenfold phalanx shall the rallying hosts 
Of ocean slnmberera join their wandering gliosis, 
Along the melancholy ga\l, that roars 
From Guinea to the Charibbean shores, 
Myriads of slaves, that perish'd on the way, 
From age to age the shark's appointed prey, 
By livid plagues, by lingering tortures slain, 
Or headlong plunged alive into tlie main,* 
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Shall rise in judgment from their gloomy beds, 
Aad call down vengeance on their murderers' heads. 



" In this ysar, (V!Si,) certain nnderiTrit«ra dasited to bo 
heard against Gregson and ottiers of Liverpool, in tlie case of 
the ship Zoiig, C^taia Collingwood, alle^ng tliat the captdn 
and officers of the Bflidvessel threw overboard one hnndred and 
thirty-two slaves alive into the sea, in order to defraud them, 
by claiming Uie Talue of the said alaves, as if they had been 
lost in a natural way. In the course of fiie trial, which after- 
wards" came on, it appeared that the slaves on board the Zong 
were very sickly ; that sixty of tiem had alrstidy died ; and 
several wei-e ill, and likely to die, when the oaptaia proposed 
to James Kelsol, the mate, and others, to throw several of them 
overboard. Elating, ' that if they died a natnral daath, the loss 
woold fell upon the owners of the ship, hut that, if they were 
thrown into the eeH, it would fall upon tlie underwriters.' He 
selected, accordingly, one hundred and thirty-two of the most 
sickly of the slaves. Fifty-four of these were immediately 
thrown overheard, and forty-two were made to he partakers of 
their fiite on the succeeding day. In the coarse of three days 
afterwards, Hie remaining liuiy-sls were brought upon deck, 
to complete the number of victims. The first sixteen submit- 
ted to bo thrown mto the sea, but the rest, with a noble resolu- 
tion, would not suffer the offioers to touch them, but leaped 
after their companions, and shared tbeur fete. 

" The plea which was set up in hehalf of this atrocious and 
unparalleled act of wickedness was, that the oapts^ discov- 
ered, when he made the proposal, tJiat he hod only two hun- 
dred gallons of wafer on board, and that ha bad missed his 
port. It was proved, however, in answer to this, that no one 
had been put upon short aUowanca; and that, as if Providence 
had determined to afford an nneqnivooal proof of the gnilt, a 
shower of rain fell, and continued for thraa days, hnmediately 
after the second lot of sUves had been destroyed, by means of 
wliioh they might have filled many of tJiek vessels' with 

' It apfieiired that they filled sis. 
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Yet small the number, and the fortune blest, ' 
Of those who in the stormy deep found rest, 
Weigh'd with the unremember'd miUions more, 
Tliat 'scaped the sea, to perish on the shore, 
Ey the slow pangs of solitary care. 
The earth-devouring anguish of despair,* 
The broken heart, which kindness never heals, 
The home-sick passion which the Negro feels, 
When foiling, fainting in the land of canes, 
His spirit wanders to his native plains ; 
His little lovely dwelling there he sees, 
Beneath the shade of his paternal trees, 
The home of comfort : — then before hb eyes 
The terrora of captivity arise, 

— "Twas night: — his babes around bun lay at rest^ 
Tiieir mother slumber'd on their father's breast : 

water, and thus have pc evented all neeBssily foi' ths deBtruotioc 
ofthethii-d. 

" Mr. Sharpe was present at this (rial, and procured the 
attendance of a shorb-hnnd writfiE to take down the faols 
whioli should come out in tlie course of it. These he gave to 
Hie puWic afterwards. Ha cMjmmnnicated them also, with a 
copy of tho trial, to the Lords of the Admiralty, as the KUttr- 
diacs of juatjoe upon the seas, and to the Duke of Portland, as 
principal minister of state. No notice, however, was taken by 
any of tiiese of the information which had heen thus sent 
them." — Ctarhim't ffijiorj o/the MoUUok, fc, pp. 95-87. 

• The negroBS sometimes, in deep and icreooverable melan- 
choly, waste themselves away, by secretly swallowing large 
quantiaes of earth. It is ramarkable that " earth aatuig," as it 
Is oalled, is an itifeclioaa, and even a social malady : plantations 
have been oooaaionally almost depopulated by the slaves, with 
one consent, betaking Hiemselves to tliis sti-ange practice, 
which speedily brings them to a miserable and pvamature end. 
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A yell of murder rang flroiind their bed ; 

They woke ; tbeir cottage blazed ; the victims fled ; 

Forth sprang the ambush'd rufflans on their prey, 

They caught, they bound, tbey drove theiu far away ; 

The white man bought them at the mart of blood ; 

In pestilential barks they cross'd the flood ; 

Then were the wretched ones asunder torn, 

To distant isles, to separate bondage borne, 

Denied, though sou^t with tears, the sad relief 

That misery loves, — the fellowship of grief. 

The Negro, spoil'd of all that nature gaye 

To fi'eebom man, thus shrunk into a slave, 

His passive limbs, to measured tasks confined, 

Obey'd the impulse of another mind ; 

A silent, secret, terrible control. 

That ruled his sinews, and i-epress'd his soul. 

Not for himself he wak'd at morniag-lighl^ 

Toil'd the long day, Mid sought repose at night ; 

His rest, hie labor, pastime, strength, and health. 

Were only portions of a master's wealth ; 

His love — 0, name not love, where Britons doom 

The fruit of love to slavery from the womb ! 

Thus spum'd, degraded, trampled, and opprees'd, 
The Negro-exile languish'd in the "West, 
With nothing, left of life but hated breath, 
And not a hope except the hope in death, 
To fly forever from the Creole-strand, 
And dwell a. freeman in his father-land. 

Lives there a savage ruder than the slave? 
— Cruel as death, insatiate as the gi-ave, 
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False as the winds that romid his vessel bluw, 
Remorseless as the gulf tliat yawns below, 
Is he who toils upon the wafting flood, 
A Chriatiaa broker in the trade of blood ; 
Boisterous in speech, in action prompt and bold. 
He buys, he sells, — he steals, he kills, for gold. 
At noon, when sky and ocean, calm and clear, 
Bend round his bark, one blue unbroken sphere i 
"When dancing dolphins sparkle through the brine, 
And sunbeam circles o'er the waters shine ; 
He sees no beauty in the heaven serene, 
No soul-enchanting Bweefneas in the scene, 
But, darkly scowling at the glorious day. 
Curses the winds that loiter on their way. 
"When swoln with hurricanes the billows rise, 
To meet the lightning midway from the sides ; 
When from the unburden'd hold his shrieking slaves 
Are east at midnight, to the hungry waves ; 
Hot for his victims strangled in the deeps, 
Not for his crimes the harden'd pirate weeps, 
But grimly smiling, when the storm is o'er, 
Comits his sure gains, and humes back for more.* 

Lives there a reptile baser than the slave ? t 
— Loathsome as death, corrupted as the grave, 

• See note, poge 167. 

t The chfli'KCter of the Creole jilnnter here drawn is justifiorl 
both by reason Ejid fnct; it is no monster of imaginatjon, 
thongh, fov the credit of hnman natnre, we may hope tti» it ia 
a monster as I'are tis it is ehooldiig' It ib the doable onrse of 
BlavBcy to degrade all who are conoemed with it, doaig or 
TOl. I. 11 



.-byGoogle 



162 THE WEST INDIES. FAET 111. 

See the dull Creole, at his pompous board, 
Attendant vassals cringing round their lord ; 
Satiate with food, his heavy eyeKds close. 
Voluptuous minions fan him to repose ; 
Prone on the noofiday coucli he lolls in vain, 
Delirious slumhera rock his maudlin brsun ; 
He stai'ta in horror from bewildering di'eams ; 
His bloodshot eye with, fire and frenzy gleams : 
He stalks abroad ; through all his wonted i-oundfi, 
The Megro trembles, and the lash resounds. 
And cries of anguish, shrilling through the air. 
To distant fields his dread approach declai-e. 
Mark, as he passes, every head declined ; 
Then slowly r^sed, — to curse bim from behind. 
This is the veriest wretch on nature's face, 
Own'd by no country, spum'd by every race ; 
The tether'd tyi-ant of, one narrow span, 
The bloated vampire of a living man ; 
His frame, — a fungous form, of dunghill birth, 
That taints tlie air, and rota above the earth ; 
His soul ; — has he a soul, whose sensual breast 
Of selfish passions is a serpent's nest ? 
Who follows, headlong, ignorant, and blind. 
The vague brute instinct of an idiot mind ; 

eufferiag. The elave himself is tlie lowest in the Bonle of 
hunum beings, — except the slave dealer. Dr. Pinkaxd'a tfotea 
on the Weit In&es, and Captnin Stednmn's Acmaat of B^trmam, 
afford esamples of flie omalty, ignoranEe, sloth, and sensuality 
of Creole plaiitei-a, particularly \a Dutch GniD,Da, which fWly 
equal the epitome of vice and aboniinntion eshibitad in these 
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"Whose heart, 'midst scenes of suffering senseless 

E'en from his mother's lap was chili'd to atone ; 

"Whose torpid pulse no social feelings move ; 

A stranger to the tenderness of love, 

Ilis motley haram charms his gloating eye, 

Where ebon, brown, and olive beauties vie; 

His children, sprung alike from sloth and vice, 

Are bom his slaves, and loved at market price ; 

Has he a soul ? — Wish his departing breath, 

A form shall hail him at the gates of death, 

The spectre Conscience, — shrieking through the 

" Msn, we shall meet again beyond the tomb." 

Aflica! amidst thy children's woes, 
Did eartli and heaven conspire to aid thy foes ? 
Ho, thou badst vengeance — From tJiy nortliern 

shores 
Sallied tlie lawless corsairs of the Moors, 
And back on Europe's guilty nations burl'd 
Thy wrongs and sufferings in the sister world : 
Deep in thy dungeons Christians clank'd their chains. 
Or toil'd and perisb'd on thy parching plains. 

But where thine offepring crouch'd beneath the yoki'. 
In heavier peals the avenging thunder broke. 
— Leagued with rapacious rovers of the main, 
Hayti's barbaiian huntera harass'd Spain," 

• Alluding to tha freebooters and buooaneers yiho iiifesteii 
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A mammofh. race, invincible in miglit, 

Eapiiie and massacre their dire delight, 

Peril tJieir element ; — o'er land and flood 

They carried fire, and queoeh'd flie flames with 

blood; 
Despairing captives hail'd them, from the coasts; 
They rusli'd to conquest, led by Charib ghosts. 

Tremble, Britannia ! while tliine islands fell 
The appalling mysteries of Obi's spell ; * 
The wild Maroons, impregnable and free, 
Among the mountain-holds of liberty, 
Sudden as lightning darted on their foe, 
Seen like the flash, remember'd like the blow. 

"While Gallia boaafa of dread Marengo's flght. 
And Hohenlinden's slaughter-deluged night, 
Hei" spirit sinks ; — the ^inews of the brave. 
That crippled Europe, shiiink before the Slave ; 
The demon-spectres of Domingo rise, 
And all her triumphs vanish from her eyes. 

Giod is a Spirit, veil'd from human sight. 
In secret darkness of eternal light ; 
Through all the glory of his works we trace 
The hidings of his counsel and his face ; 

the Chnribbcsn Seas during thp sixteenth anil ei-venteentli 
centurieB, and were eq^nally renowned for tlieir valor nurt 
brntflJitj-. 

• See Dallas's Bfstoi^ nf Oie jHordonj, among the mouutains 
of Jamaica; also, Dr. Moseley's Trvatke t>» Sugar. 
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Nature, and time, and change, and fate fulfil. 

Unknown, unknowing, liis myslerious will; 

Mercies and judgments mark him, every hour, 

Supreme in grace, and infinite in power : 

Oft o'er tlie Eden-islands of tlie West, 

In floral pomp, and yerdant beauty drest, 

Roll tlie dark clouds of his awaken'd ire : 

— Thunder and earthquake, whirlwind, flood, and 

fire. 
Midst reeling mountains and dispai-ting plains, 
Tell the pale world, — "the God of vengeance 

reigns." 

Nor in the majesty of storms alone,* 
The Eternal makes bis di'ead displeasure known ; 
At his command the pestilence abhorr'd 
Spares the poor slave, and smites the haughty lord ; 
While to the tomh he sees his friend consign'd, 
Foreboding melancholy sinks his mind. 
Soon at his heart he feels the monster's fangs. 
They tear his vitals with convulsive pangs: 
The light is anguish to his eye, the air 
Sepulchral vapors kden with despair ; 
Now frenzy-borrors rack his whirling brain. 
Tremendous pulses throb through every vein ; 

• For mmnte and afflicting details of the origin tind progce'S 
of tiiB yellow fever in im individual subject, see Dr. Pinkard's 
Notts (m the West Indies, vol. iii., particularly Letter XII,, in 
wiiicli tliB writer, fi'ora esperieiica, deacribea its horrors niid 
sniTcrings. 
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The firm eartli shrinks beneath liia torture-bed, 
Tlie sky in ruins ruahes o'er bis head ; 
He 3\»lls, he ragen in consuming fires, 
'Pill nature, spent with agony, espii-es. 
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Tlie Moi'odmt Brella-en.— Their Mhtipm in Greenlaitd, North 
-Imcrica, ami the Weit ladies, — Clirialian jVejjfoes. — The 
Admcatei of the Negroet in EKglaad.-^ Graimlie Bluirpe,— 
Clarhoa, — yt^lberforce, — Fill, — Fox, — Tlie Nation itself. 
— The AboUlion of Ike Blave^Teade. — The. fatofe Slate of 
tte Weit JbuSet, — of Africa, — of Ike Whah World. — The 
Miilenniym. 

"Was there no mercy, mother of the slave ! 
TTo friendly hand to succor and to save, 
Wliile commerce thus thy captive tribes oppresa'd, 
And lowering vengeance linger'd o'er the west? 
Tes, Africa ! beneath the strangei-'s rod 
They found the freedom of tlie sous of God. 

When Europe languish'd in barbarian gloom, 
Beneath the ghostly tyranny of Rome, 
"Whose second empire, cowl'd and mitred, burst 
A pLcenix fi'om the ashes of the first; 
From Pei-secution's piles, by bigots fired, 
Among Bohemian mountains Truth retired ; 
There, 'midst rude roclts, in lonely glens obscure, 
She found a people scatter'd, scom'd, and poor, 
A little flock through quiet valleys led, 
A Christian Israel in the desert fed, 
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"Wliile ravening wolves, that scorn'd the shepherd's 

Laid waste God'a heritage through every land. 
With these the lovely exile sojoura'd long; 
Soothed hy her presence, solaced by her song, 
They toil'd through danger, trials, and distress, 
A band of Virgics in tlie wilderness. 
With buraiog lamps, amid their secret bowers, 
Counting the watches of the weary hours, 
la patient hope the Bridegroom's voice to hear, 
And see his banner in the clouds appear: 
But when the morn returning chased the night. 
These stai'S, that shone in darkness, sunk in light: 
Luther, like Phosphor, led the conquering day. 
His meek forerunners waned, and pass'd away.* 

Ages roll'd by, the turf perennial bloom'd 
O'er the lorn relics of those saints entomb'd ; 

• The context preceding and following this line ailades to 
the old Boliemlan and Moravian Brethren, who flourished long 
before the Reformntion, but afterwards ware ahnost lost among 
the Frotestaiita, tjjl the beginning of the eighteenth ceiituFj, 
when their ancient episcopal oUuroh waa revived in Lnsiitiii, 
by some yafugeea from Moravln. — See prantz's Anriem aad 
Modei-ji History of tkt Brethren, Histories of the missions of 
the Brethren in Greenland, North America, and the West 
Indies, have been published in Germany. ! those of Uie two 
former have been translated into English. — See Cnintz's JBh- 
tory of Greetilaiid, and Loslilei's SleUirt/ of the Srellirea bibobj 
^B AmSaia in Noi'lk Ama'ica. It is oiilj justice here to ob- 
Betve, that Chrisljaiis of other dsnominiitions have eserted 
themselves witJi great euooeea in the conversion of the negroes. 
No invidious preference is intended to be given to tlie Moravians ; 
but, knowing them best, the author partioukriied tliis society. 
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No miracle proclaiin'd their power divine, 

U^o kings adowi'd, no pilgrims kiss'd tlieir shvine ; 

Cold and forgotten in the grave they slept ; 

But God remember'd them : — their Father kept 

A faithful remnant; — o'er their native clime 

His Spirit moved in his appoinfed time; 

The race revived at his almighty hreatli, 

A seed to serve him, from the dust of death. 

" Go forth, my sons, through heathen realms pro- 
Mercy to sinnera in a Saviour's name: " 
Thus spake the Loi'd; they heai-d, and they obey'd: 
-— Greenland lay wrapt in nature's heaviest shade ; 
Thither the ensign of the ci-oss they bore ; 
The gaunt barbarians met them on the shore ; 
"With joy and wonder hailing from afar, 
Through polar storms, the light of Jacob's star. 

Where roll Ohio's streams, Missouri's floods. 
Beneath the umbrage of eternal woods. 
The Red Man roam'd, a hunter- warrior wild; 
On him the everlasting Gospel smiled ; 
His heart was awed, confounded, pierced, subdued, 
Divinely melted, moulded, and renew'd ; 
The bold base savage, nature's harshest clod, 
Eose from the dust the image of his God. 

And thou, poor Negro ! scom'd of all mankind ; 
Thou dumb and impotent, and deaf and blind ; 
Thou dejid in spirit I toil-degraded slave, 
Crusli'd by the curse on Adam to the grave ; 
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The messeugera of peace, o'er land and sea, 
That aoughl die sons of sorrow, stoop'd to thee. 
— The captive rais'd his slow and sullen eye ; 
He knew no friend, nor deem'd a friend was nigh, 
Till the sweet tonea of Pity touoh'd hia ears, 
And Mercy bathed his bosom with her tears : 
Strange were those tones, to him those tears were 

strange ; 
He wept and wonder'd at the mighty change, 
Felt the quick pang of keen compunction dai-t^ 
And heard a still small whisper in his heart, 
A voice from heaven, that bade the outcast rise 
From shame on earth to glory in the skies. 

From isle to isle the welcome tidings i-an ; 
The slave that heai-d them started into man : 
Like Peter, sleeping in his chains, he lay, — 
The angel came, his night was tura'd to day; 
"Arise!" his fetters fall, his slumbers flee; 
He wakes to life, he springs to liberty. 

No more to demon-gods, in hideous forms. 
He pray'd for earthquakes, pestilence, and storms. 
In secret agony derour'd the earth, 
And, while he spared his mother, cursed hia birth:' 
To heaven the Christian Negro sent his sighs, 
In morning vows and evening sacrifice ; 
He pray'd for blessings to descend on those 
That dealt to him the cup of many woes : 
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Thought of Lis home in Africa forlorn ; 
Yet, while he wept, rejoiced that he was bom. 
No longer burning with unholy fires 
He wallow'd in the dust of base desires ; 
Ennobling virtue fis'd his hopes above, 
Enlarged his heart, and sanctified his love ; 
With humble atepa the paths of peace he trod, 
A happy pilgrim, for he waik'd with God. 

Still alowly spread the dawn of life aad day. 
In death and darkness pagan myriads lay : 
Stronger and heavier chains than those that hind 
The captive's limbs, enthrall'd his abject mind ; 
The yoke of man his neck indignant bore, 
The. yoke of sin his willing spirit wore. 

Meanwhile, among the great, the brave, the free, 
The matchless race of Albion and the sea. 
Champions arose to plead the Negro's cause ; 
Iq the wide breach of violated laws, 
Through which the torrent of injustice roH'd, 
They stood : — with aeal unconquerably bold, 
They rsused their voices, stretch'd their arms to save 
From chains the freeman, from despair the slave ; 
The exile's heart-sick anguish to assuage. 
And rescue Afi'ic from the spoiler's i-age. 
She, miserable mother, from the shore. 
Age after age, beheld the harks that boi-e 
Her tribes to bondage : — with distraction wrung, 
Wild as the honess that seeks her young. 
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She flash'd uaheedecl lightnings from her eyes ; 
Hev inmost deserts echoing to her cries ; 
Till agony the sense of suffering stole, 
And stem unconscious grief benumb'd her soul. 
So Kiobe when ail lier race were slain, 
In ecstasy of woe forgot her pain : 
Cold in her eye serenest sorrow shone, 
"While pitying Nature soothed her into stone. 

Thus Africa, entranced with sorrow, stood, 
Her fix'd eye gleaming on the restless flood : 
— When Shai'pe, on proud Britannia's charter'd 

From Libyan limbs the unsanction'd fetters tore, 

And taught the world, that while she rules the waves, 

Her soil is freedom to the feet of slaves : 

■ — When darkson his yietorioua course began,t 

Unyielding in the cause of God and man, 

Wise, patient, persevering to the end, 

Wo guile could thwart, no power his purpose bend ; 

He rose o'er Afrie like the sun in smiles, — 

He rests ia glory on the western isles : 

* QranTilla Sliarpe, Esq., aftsr a. stnij^e of many yearB, 
against authority and precedent, established in our oonrts of 
jostloe tlie laui qf the Ci»iitil«lioii, fbnt there ofe no Blnves in 
England, nnd thnt the fact of a, Negro being fonnd in this coun- 
try is of itself a proof that he is a freeman. 

t Mo panegyric which a eonBcientions writer cnn bestow, or 
a good man may receive, will be deemed estrcvEigant for the 
modest meiits of Mr. Clarkaoii, by those who are Hoqnaiiiteil 
■with his labors. See his Hiatory of ffie Abdi^oa, ^., 3 vols, 
lately published. 
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— When Wilberforce the minister of grace, 
The new Las Casas of a ruin'd race,* 

* The author of this poem coiifeasea himself nnder mnny 
obhgfttions bi Mr, Wilberfbi'ce's eloquent letter on the Abohtion 
of the Slave Trade, adchesaed to tiie freeholders of Yorkshire, 
(ind published in 1B07, prevJOHS to the decision of the qnestion. 
Las CasuQ haa t^een acensed o£heia§ a pr&moter^ if not the ofir,^ 
nal pj-ytcior, of Uie negro slave trade to tlie West Indies. The 
&hbi Gragoire BOme years ago published a defenos of liiis great 
and good man ogainst the degrading imputjitjoii. The follow- 
ing, nmong other arguments which he advances, are well wor- 
thy of consideration. 

Tha slave trade between Africa and tlie West Indies com- 
menced, according to Herrara himself, the first and Indeed the 
only floenBer of Lcs' Casas, nineteen years before the epocli of 
his pretended project. 

Herrera (&om whom other authors have ne^igontly talien 
Ihe fact for granted, on ha bare word) does not quote a "ingle 
authority in support of Ws asser^on that Las Casas recom- 
mended the importation of negi'oes into Hieparaoin The 
chEi^ itself WQS first published thirty-five year? after the 
death of Laa Casas, All writers antecedent to Heiierii, and 
contemporary with him, are silent on the subject, although 
iaveral of theae were the avowed enemies of Lns Cisa" Her- 
rera's veracity on other points is much disputed and he dis- 
plays violent prejudice against the man w horn he accnues 
It may be added, tliat he was greatly indebted to him for infor- 
mation BE an historian of the Indies. 

In Bie uumerons writings of Los Cosas HmBalf, still estant, 
ttare is not one word in fiivor of slavery of any kind, but they 
aboimd with reasoning and invective against it in every shape; 
and among his eloquent appeals and comprehensive pltms on 
behalf of the oppressed Indians, there is not a solitary hint in 
recommendation of tlie African slave trade. He only twice 
raentionB the negroes through sM ills mnltifliriotts wi'itiiigs; in 
one instance he merely names them as Jiving m the islands (in 
a manuscript in the National Library at Paris; ; and in the 
same work he proposes no oiksr remedy for the miseries of tha 
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With aiigel-might opposed the rage of hell, 
And fought like Michael, IJll the dragon feU : 

aboriginal iiitmbitantef t!iiiji the supprSBEion of the r^arUmien^ 
(08, oi- dlvislona of the people, witli tlie soil on which they were 
hom. In another memoriaJ, after delafling at great length the 
measures whicli ought to be pursued for the redress of the 
Indinns, (the proper opportunity, oei-tainly, to ndvooate the 
negro ahive trade, if ha approved of it,) he adds, — "The 
Indians are not more tormented by theu- masters and tho diJfar- 
eut public ofBcers, than by then: servants <mdby ike neffroea." 

Tba original accusatiDn of Laa Casaa, trimslated fi-om the 
words of Herrera, is as follows ; — " The Hoentjate, flartliolo- 
mew I/aa Casas, pevoeiring that his plana eKperienced on nil 
sides great diiScultles, and that the expectatdona Trbicli he had 
formed from his dnneotion with the High Chancellor, and the 
favorable opinion the latter entertiJned of him, bad not pro- 
duced any efiaet, projaoted othsr aspedients, ench as, tojMMCiwe 
Jbr the CastiHam estaifisieii in the AidUs a cargo of negroeB, to 
relieve the Indiana in the culture of the earth and the labor of 
the mines ; also to obtain a great i^arther of }BorHng men (from 
Europe), who should pass over into those redone with eertoin 
privileges, and on certain cimditiona which he detailed." 

Let this statement be compared with Dr. Robertson's most 
esaggerated accomit, avowedly takenyroro llerrera alone, and 
let every man judge for himself, whether one of the moat zealous 
and indefatigable advocates of freedom that ever existed " while 
he contended earnestly for the liberty of the people horn in 
one quartor of the globe, inbrn-ed to enslave the inhabitants 
of another I'egion, and, in bis zeal to save the Americans from 
the yoke, pronounced it to be la^Jul and e^^tedieni to impose 
one ulill kearier on the Africans." — Bobertson's History ef 
America, VoL L Part III. But the circumstance coaneftfd bg 
Dr. Soieriaoa with tkit aiqgioted icieme of Las Casas is unwar- 
ranted by any authority, and makes his own of no value. 
He adds — " The plan of Las Casas was adopted. Charles V. 
granted a pateut to one of his Flemish favorites containing an 
esdlnsive right of importiug four thousand negi'oes intc Amer- 
ica." Herrera, the only author whom Dr. Robertson pretends 
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— When Pitt, supreme amid the senate, r<»e 
The Negro'a friend ai ong the Negro's foes ; 

Yet while his tones 1 ke heavet s liigb tlmnder broke, 
Ho fire descended to cobsu ne (he oke : 

— "When Fox, all-eloquent for fr edom stood, 
With speech resistless as tl e vo e of blood, 

The voice that cries through jUI the patriot's veins, 
When at his feet his country groans in chaiiis ; 
The voice that whispers in the moth.er's breast, 
When smiles her infent in his rosy rest ; 
Of power to bid the storm of passion roll. 
Or touch with sweetest tenderness the souL 
He spake in vain ; — till, with his latest breath, 
He broke the spell of Africa in death. 

The Muse to whom the Ijre and lute belong. 
Whose song of freedom is her noblest song, 
Tlie lyre witli awful indignation swept. 
O'er the sweet lute in silent sorrow wept, 

to ibllow, does not, in ttoy pliice, associate bis random churga 
agdnst Lkb CaeaB witli this aoknowledged. nnd most infamona 
acC The OFime of having first reoommendeil tiie impoctatioiL 
of Afrioan elnvea into the American Islands Is attributed, by 
three writers of the Life of OaidiniU Ximenes {wiio candered 
himself iUuatrions by liis oppoBition to the trade in its infimoy,) 
to diieiireB, and b; two oOieia to iJte Fletatak nobiUly thtma^iKi, 
■who obtained" tlie monopoly atbrementioned, and which was 
Bold to some " Genoese merohanta for 26,000 dnoata ; and Uiet/ 
were Ihi Jiral who bronght into a regular form that commerce 
for slaves between Africa and America, which has since been 
carried on to such (m amazing estent." — It Is unneoeasaiy to 
Bay more on the anbjent — A tieiislatlon of Gregou-e'B defence 
of Las Casaa was published in ISOS, by B. D. ^gmimds. Pater- 
nosier Sow. 
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— When Albion's crimes drew thunder from her 

— When Afric's woes o'erwhelm'd her while alie sung;. 
Lamented Cowper ! in thy path I tread; 

O ! that on me were thy meek spirit shed ! 
Tlie woes that wring my bosom once were thine ; 
Be all thy virtues, all thy genius, mine ! 
Peace to thy soul ! thy God thy portion he ; 
And in his presence may I rest with thee I 

Quick at the caU of Virtue, Freedom, Truth, 
Weak withering Age and strong aspiring Toiitb 
Alike the expanding power of Pity felt ; 
The coldest, hardest hearts began to melt ; 
From breast to breast the flame of justice glow'd; 
Wide o'er its banks the Nile of mercy flow'd ; 
Through all the isle the gradual waters swell'd ; 
Mammon in vain the encircling flood repell'd ; 
O'erihrown at length, like Pharaoh and his host. 
His shipwreck'd hopes lay scatter'd round the coast. 

High on her rock in sohtary slate, 
Sublimely musing, pale Britannia sate : 
Her awful forehead on her spear rechned, 
Her robe and tresses streaming with the wind; 
Chill through her frame foreboding tremors crept ; 
The Mother thought upon her sons, and wept 

— She thought of Nelson in the battle slain, 
And his last signal beaming o'er the main ; * 

* "Ei^jknd expects every man to do Ills dnty." 
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111 Glory's circling arms the hero bled, 
Wliile Victory bound the laurel on his head ; 
At once immorfal, in both worlds, became 
His soaring apiril and abiding name ; 

— She thought of Fitt, heart-broken on his hier ; 
And, " my country ! " echoed in her ear ; 

— She thought of Fox ; — she heard him faintly speak, 
Hia parting breath, grew cold upon her cheek, 

His dying accents trembled into air ; 

" Spare injured Africa I the Negro spare ! " 

She started from her trance ! — and round tlie 
shore, 
Beheld her supplicating sons once more 
Pleading the suit so long, so vainly tried, 
Eenew'd, resisted, promised, pledged, denied, 
The Negro's claim to all his Maker gave, 
' And all the tyrant raviah'd from the slave. 
Her yielding heart confess'd the righteous claim, 
Sorrow had soften'd it, and love o'ercame ; 
Shame flush'd her nohle cheek, her bosom bum'd j 
To helpless, hopeless Africa she tum'd ; 
She saw her sisfor in the mourner's face. 
And rush'd with tears into her dark embrace : 
" All hail ! " exclaim'd the empress of the sea, — 
" Thy chains are broken — Africa, be free I " 

Muse 1 take the liarp of prophecy : — behold ! 
The glories of a brighter age uufbld ; 
Friends of the outcast ! view the accomplish'd plan. 
The Negro towering to the height of man. 
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The blood of Romans, Saxons, Gauls, and Danes, 

Swell'd the rich fountain of the Briton's veins; 

Unmingled streams a warmer life impart, 

And quicker pulses to the Negro's heart : 

A dusky race, beneath the evening sun. 

Shall bend their spous^ currents into one : 

J& bemity bound to color, shape, or air ? 

Ho ; God created all his offspring fair : 

Tjrant and slave their tribes shall never see, 

For God created all his oflspring free; 

Then Justice, leagued with Mercy, from above, 

Shall reign in all the liberty of love ; 

And the sweet shores benealli the balmy west 

Again shall be " the islands of the blest." 

Unutterable mysteries of fate 
Involve, O Africa ! thy future state. 
— On Niger's banks, in lonely beauty wild, 
A Negro-mother carols to her child : 
" Sott of my widow'd love, my orphan joy I 
Avenge thy fether's murder, O my boy ! " 
Along those banks the fearless infant strays, 
Bathes in the stream, among the eddies plays ; 
See the ioy bounding through the eager race ; 
The fierce t/out/i, shouting foremost in the chase, 
Drives the gi-im Uon from Ms ancient woods, 
And smites the crocodile amidst Ids floods; 
To giant strength in unshorn manhood grown, 
He haunts the wilderness, he dwells alone. 
A tigress with her whelps to seize him sprung ; 
He tears the mother, and he tames the young 
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In the drear cavern of their native rock : 

Thither wild slaves and feD banditfi flock ; 

He heads their hordes ; they burst, like torrid rains 

la death and devastation o'er the plwns ; 

Stronger and bolder grows his ruffian band, 

Prouder his heart, more terrible his hand, 

He spreads his banner : crowding from afar. 

Innumerable armies rush to war ; 

Resistless as the piUar'd whirlwinds fly 

O'er Libyan sands revolving to the sky, 

In fire and wrath through every realm they run. 

Where the noon-shadow shrinks beneath the sun ; 

Till at tlie Conqueror's feet, from sea to sea, 

A hundred nations bow the servile knee. 

And thi'oned in nataire's unreveal'd domains. 

The Jenghis Khan of Africa he reigcs. 

Dim through the night of these tempestuou 

A Sabbath dawn o'er Africa appears ; 

Then shall her neA fi'om Europe's yoke be fi'ced, 

And healing arts to hideous arms succeed ; 

At home fraternal bonds her tribes shall bind, 

Commerce abroad espouse them with mankind ; 

While Truth shall build, and pure Religion bless, 

The Church of God amidst the ■wilderness. 

Nor in the isles and Africa alone 
Be the Redeemer's cross and triumph known : 
Father of Mercies ! speed the promised hour ; 
Thy kingdom come with all-restoring power ; 
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Peace, virtue, knowledge, spread from pole to pole, 
Aa round the world the oeean-waters roll ! 

— Hope waits the morning of celestial light ; 
Time plumes his wings for everlasting flight ; 
Unchanging seasons have their march begun ; 
Millennial years are hastening to the sun ; 

Seen through thick clouds, by Faith's ti-anspiercing 

The New Creation shines in purer skies, 

— All hail ! — the age of crime and suffering ends ; 
The reign of righteousness from heaven descends ; 
Vengewice for ever sheathes the afflicting sword ; 
Death is destroy'd, and Paradise restored ; 

Man, rising from the ruins of his fall. 
Is one with God, and God is All in AIL , 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE HAEP OF SORROW. 

I GATE my Harp to Sorrow's hand, 
Aad she has ruled the chords so long, 

They will not speak at my command ; — 
They warble only lo her song. 

Of dear, depai'ted hours, 

Too fondly loved to last, 
The dew, the breath, the bloom of flowers, 

Snapt in their freshness by the blast : 

Of long, long years of future care. 
Tilt lingering Nature yields her breath, 

And endless ages of despmr, 

Beyond the judgment-day of death ; — 

The weeping Minstrel sings ; 

And while her numbers flow, 
My spirit trembles with the stringSi 

Responsive to the notes of woe. 

Would gladness move a spriglitlier stnun. 
And wake this wild Harp's clearest tones, . 

(183) 
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Tlie clioi-ds, impatient to complain, 
Are dumb, or only utter moans. 

And yet, to soothe the mind 
Witli luxury of grief, 
. The soul to suffering all resign'd 
In Sorrow's music feeia relief. 

Thus o'er the light .^kilian lyre 
The winds of dark November stray, 

Touch the quick nerve of every wire, 
And on its ma^c pulses play ; — 

Till all the air around, 

Mysterious murmure fill, 
A strange bewildering dream of sound, 

Most heavenly sweet, — yet moui-nful still. 

O ! snatch the Harp from Sorrow's hand, 
Hope ! who hast been a stranger long ; 

O! strike it with sublime command, 
And be the Poet's life thy song. 

Of vaniah'd troubles sing. 

Of fears for ever fled, 
Of flowers that hear the voice of Spring, 

And burst and blossom from the dead ; — 



Of home, contentment, health, I'epose, 
Serene delights, while years ir 

And weary life's triumphant dose 
Id some calm sunset hour of peace 
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THE HAKP OF SORKOW. ISa 

Of bli^ that reigna above/ 

Celestial May of Youth, 
Unchanging as Jehovah's love, 

And everlasting as his truth ; — 

Sing, heavenly Hope ! — and dart thine hand 
O'er my frail Harp, untuned so long ; 

That Hwp shall breathe, at thy command. 
Immortal sweetness through thy song. 

Ah ! then, this gloom control, 

And at thy voice shall start 
A new creation in my soui, 

A native Eden in my heart. 

180T. 
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rOPE'S WILLOW. 



Ebb Pope rcsign'd tis tuneful breath, 
And made the tui-f his pillow, 

The minstrel hung his harp in death 
Upon the drooping Willow ; 

That Willow from Euphrates' sti-aiid, 

Had sprung beneatli Ms training hand. 

Long as revolving seasons flew, 
From youth, to age it flourish'd, 

By vernal winds and starlight dew, 
By showers and sunbeams nourish'd ; 

And while in dust the Poet slept, 

The Willow o'er his aahea wept 

Old Time beheld i!s silvery head 

With graceful grandeur towering, 
Its pensile boughs profusely spread, 
1 The breezy lawn embowering, 
Till, arch'd around, there seem'd to shoot 
A grove of scions from one root. 



.-byGoogle 



Thither, at si 

The lovely Nine retreating, 
Beneath its twilight solitude 

With songs their Poet greeting, 
Whose spirit in the Willow spoke, 
Like Jove's from dark Dodona's oak. 

By harvest moonlight there he spied 

The fairy hands advancing ; 
Bright Ariel's troop, on Thames's side, 

Around the Willow dancing ; 
Gay sylphs among the foliage play'd. 
And glow-worms glitter'd in the shade. 

One mom, while Time thus mark'd the tn 
In heauty green and glorious, 

" The hand," he cried, " that planted thee 
O'er mine was oft victorious ; . 

Be vengeance now my calm employ, — ■ 

One work of Pope's I will destroy." 

He spake, and struck a aiient hlow 
With that dread arm whose motion 

Lays cedars, thrones, and temples low, 
And wields o'er land and ocean 

The unremitting axe of doom. 

That feUs the forest of the tomb. 

Deep to the Willow's root it went. 
And cleft the core asunder, 
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Like sudden secret lightning, sent 

Witbwut recording thunder : 
— From that sad moment, slow away 
Began the "Willow to decay. 

In vain did Spring those bowers restore, 
Where loves and graces revell'd, 

Autumn's wild gales the branches tore, 
The thin grey leaves disheveU'd, 

And every wasting Winter found 

The "Willow nearer to the ground. 

Hoary, and weak, and bent with age, 
At length the axe assail'd it ; 

It bow'd before the woodman's rage j 
The swans of Thames bewail'd it, 

With softer tones, with sweeter breatb, 

Than ever charm'd the ear of death, 

Pope ! hadat thou, whose lyre so long 
The wondering world enchauted, 

Aroidat thy paradise of song 
This Weeping Willow plaatfid ; 

Among thy loftiest laurels seen, 

In deathless verse for eVer green, — 

Thy chosen Tree had slood sublim^ 
The storms of ages braving, 

Triumphant o'er the wrecks of Time 
lis verdant banner waving, 
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While regal pyramids detay'd, 
And empires perisli'd in its shade. 

An humbler lot, O Tree ! was fhine, 
— Gone down in all thy glory ; 

The sweet, the mournful task be mine, 
To sing thy simple story ; 

Though verse hke mine in vain would raise 

The fame of thy departed days. 

Yet, feUen Willow ! if to me 
Such power of song were given, 

My lips should breathe a soul thioiigh thee, 
And call down flre from heaven, 

To kindle in this hailow'd Urn 

A flame that would for ever bum. 
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NE0U8 pOEjra. 



. WAJ.K IN SPRING. 



I -wandee'd in a loneJy glade, 
Where, issuing from the forest shade, 

A little motmtain stream 
Along the winding valley play'd, 

Benea,th the morning beam. 

Light o'er the woods of dark brown oak 
The west^wind wreatlied the hovering smoke, 

From collage roofs conceai'd. 
Below a rock abruptly broke. 

In rosy Ught reveal'd, 

'Twaa in the infancy of May, — 
The uplands glow'd in green array. 

While fi-om the ranging eye 
The lessening landscape atretch'd away, 

To meet tke bending sky. 

'Tis sweet in solitude to hear 
The earliest music of the year. 

The Blackbird's loud wild note. 
Or, from the wintry thicket drear. 

The Thrush's stammering throat. 
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In rustic solitude 'tis sweet 

The earliest flowera of Spring to greet, — 

The violet from its tomb, 
The strawberry, creeping at our feet, 

The sorrel's simple bloom. 

Wherefore I love the walks of Spring, — 
While still I hear new warblers sing, 

Fresh-opening hells I see ; 
Joy flits on every roving wing, 

Hope huds on every tree. 

That morn I.Iook'd and listen'd long, 
Some cheering sight, some woodland song. 

As yet unheard, unseen. 
To welcome, with remembi-ance strong 

Of" days that once had been ; — 

When gathering flowers, an eager child, 
I ran abroad with rapture wild ; 

Or, on more curious quest, 
Peep'd breathless through the copse, and smiled, 

To see the linnet's nest. 

Already had I wateh'd the flight 

Of swallows darting through the light, 

And mock'd the cuclsoo's caU ; 
Already view'd, o'er meadows bright. 

The evening rainbow fall. 
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Now in my walk, with sweet surprise, 
I saw the first Spring cowslip rise, 

The plant whose pensile flowers 
Bend to the earth their beauteous eyes, 

In sunshine as in showers. 

Lone on a mossy bank it grew, 
Where lichens, purple, white, and blue, 

Among the verdure crept; 
Its yellow ringlets, dropping dew, 

The breezes lightly swept. 

A bee had nestled on its blooms, 
He shook abroad their rich perfumes, 

Then fled in airy rings ; 
His place a butterfly assumes, 

Glancing his glorious wings. 

0, welcome, as a friend ! I cried ; 
A friend through many a season tried, 

Nor ever sought in vain, 
"When May, with Flora at her side, 

Is dancing on the plain. 

Sure as the Pleiades adom 
The glittering coronet of mom, 

In calm delicious hours, 
Beneath their beams thy buds .are born, 

'Midst loye-awakening showers. 
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Scattei''d by Nature's graceful hand. 
In briary glens, o'er pasUire-land, 

Thy fairy tribes we meet ; 
Gay in tlie milk-tuEud's path they sttmd, 

They kiss her tripping feet. 

From winter's farm-yard bondage freed, 
The cattle bounding o'er the mead, 

Where green the herbage grows. 
Among thy fragrant blossoms feed. 

Upon thy tufts repose. 

Tossing his forelock o'er his mane, 
The foal, at rest upon the plain, 

Sports with thy flexile stalk. 
But stoops his little neek in vain 

To crop it in his walk. 

Where thick l3iy primrose blossoms play, 
Lovely and innocent as they, 

O'er coppice lawns and dells, 
In bands the rural children stray. 

To pluck thy nectar'd bells ; 

Whose simple sweets, with curious skill. 
The frugal cottagcKlames distil, 

Nor envy France the vine, 
While many a festal cup they fill 

With Britain's homely wine. 
VOL. I. 13 
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Unchanging sfill from year to year, 
Like stars returning in their sphere, 

With undiminjsh'd rays, 
Thy vernal constellations cheer 

The dHrwn of lengthening days. 

Perhaps from Nature's earliest May, 
Imperishable 'midst decay, 

Thy self-renewing race 
Have breathed Ihek' balmy lives away 

In this neglected place. 

And 0, till Nature's flnaJ doom, 
Here unmolested may they bloom. 

From scythe and plough secure. 
This bank their cradle and their tomb. 

While earth and skies endure ! 

Tet, lowly Cowslip, while in thee 
An old unalter'd friend I see, 

Fresh in perennial prime ; 
From Spring to Spring behold in me 

The woes and waste of Time. 

This lading eye and withering mien 
Tell what a sufferer 1 have been, 

Sauce more and more estranged, 
From hope to hope, from scene to scene, 

Through Folly's wilds I ranged. 
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Then fleWs and woods I proudly spurii'd ; 
From Nature's maiden love I tum'd, 

And wooed the enchanti-ess Art ; 
Tet while for her my fency bum'd. 

Cold was my wretched heart, — 

Till, distanced in Ambition's race, 
Weaiy of Pleasure's joyless chase, 

My peace unlimely sl^n, 
Sick of the world, — I turn'd my face 

To fields and woods again. 

"Twas Spring ; — my former haunts I found, 
My favorite flowers adom'd the ground, 

My darling minstrels play'd ; 
The mount^s were witli sunset crown'd, 

The valleys dun with shade. 

With lorn delight the scene I vlew'd, 
Past joys and sorrows were renew'd ; 

My ittfent hopes and fears 
Look'd lovely, through tlie solitude 

Of retrospective years. 

And Still, in Memory's twilight bowers, 
The spirits of departed hours, 

TTith mellowing lints, portray 
The blossoms of life's vernal flowers 

Forever MI'n away. 
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Till youth's deliiious dream is o'er, 
Siuiguine with hope, we look before, 

The future good to find ; 
In age when eiTOr charms no more, 

For bliss we look behind. 
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A DRF.D OF DARKNESS. 
The body of tlis Miaaiomuy, John Smith, (ffho dlea EfDriiwr 6, 1824, is 



eralfi mahuly, pperioualy afflioting him. 

Comb down in thy profouiidest gloom, 
Without one vagrant fii-e-fly's light, 

Beneafli thine ehon arch entomb 

Earth, fi-om tlie gaze of heaven, Might ! 

A deed of darkness must be done, 

Put out the moon, hold back the sun. 

Are these the criminals, that flee 

Like deeper shadows tlirough the shade? 

A flickering lamp, from tree to tree. 
Betrays their path along the glade, 

Led by a Negro ; — now they stand, 

Two trembling women, hand in hand. 

A grave, an open grave, appears ; 

O'er this in agony they bend, 
Wet the fresh turf with bitter tears ; 

Sighs following sigiis their bosoms rend : 
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These are not murderers ! — these bave know 
Grief more berearing than their own. 

Oft through the gloom their straining eyes 
Look forth, for what they fear to meet : 

It comes ; they catch a glimpse ; it Hies : 
Quick-glancing lights, s!ow-tramp!ing feet, 

Amidst the cane-erops, — seen, heard, gone, — 

Eetum, — and in dead-march move on. 

A stern procession ! — gleaming arms, 

Ajid spectral countenances dart, 
By the red torch-flame, wild alarms, 

And withering pangs through either heart ; 
A corpse amidst the group is home, 
A prisoner's corpse who died last mom. 

Not by the slave-lord's justice slain, 
Who doom'd him. to a traitor's death ; 

"While royal mercy sped in vain 

O'er land and sea to save his breath ; 

No ; tlie fi-sul life that warm'd this clay 

Man could not give nor take away. 

His vengeance and his grace, alike, 

"Were impotent to spare or kill ; 
— He may not lift the sword to strike 

Nor turn its edge aside, at will ; 
Here, by one sovereign act and deed, 
God cancell'd all tliat man decreed. 
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Aahes to aslies, dust to dust, 

That corpse is to the grave consigii'd ; 

The scene departs : — this buried trusl. 
The Judge of quick and dead shall find, 

When things which Time and Death have seal'd 

Shall be in flaming fire reveal'd. 

The fire shall try Thee, then, like gold, 
Prisoner of hope ! — await the test ; 

And 0, when truth alone is told. 
Be thy clear innocence confess'd ! 

The fire shall try thy foes ; ~ may they 

Find mercy in that dreadful day ! 
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0, WHEN shall I visit the land of my bivth. 
The loveliest land on the fiLe of the e^irlh? 
"When shall I those scenes of iffection pxplore, 

Our forests, our fouotAin?, 

Our hamlets, our mountain'!. 
With the pride of our mountains, the maid I adore ? 
0, when shall I dance on the daiay white mead, 
In the shade of an elm, to the sound of the reed ? 

When shall I return to that lowly retreat. 
Where all my fond objects of tenderness meet, — 
The lambs and the heifers that follow my call, 

My father, my mother, 

My sister, my brother, 
And dear Isabella, the joy of tliem all ? 
O, when shall I visit the land of my birth ? 
— 'Tis tlie lo\cliost land on tlie face of tlie earth. 
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The tall Oak, towering to tlie skica, 
Tte fury of the wind defies, 
From age to age, in virtue strong. 
Inured to stand, and suffer wroEg, 

O'erwhelm'd at length upon the plain, 
It puts foitli wings and sweeps the mf 
The self-aanie foe undaunted braves, 
And fights the wind upon the wavea. 
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THE DIAL. 

This shadow on the Dial's face, 

That steals from day to day, 
"With slow, unseen, unceasing pace, 

Momenls, and months, and years away ; 
This shadow, which, in every clime, 

Smce light and motion first hegan, 
Hath held its course snhlime ; — 

"What is it ? — Mortal Man ! 
It is the scythe of Time ; 
— A shadow only to the eye ; 

Yet, in its calm career, 
It levels all beneath the sky ; 

And still, through each succeeding year. 
Right onward, with resistless power. 

Its stroke shall darken every honr. 
Till Natui-e's race be run, 

And Time's laat shadow shall eclipse the si 

Nor only o'er the Dial's face, 
This sUent phantom, day hy day, 

"With slow, unseen, unceasing pace. 

Steals moments, months, and years away ; 

From hoary rock and aged tree. 

From proud Palmyra's mouldering walls, 
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From Teneriffe, towering o'er the sey., 

From every blade of gi-ass it fiills ; 
For Btill, where'er a shadow sweeps, 

The scytlie of Time deati^ja, 
And man at every footstep weeps 

O'er evanescent joys ; 
Like flow'rets ghttering with the dews of me 

Fair for a moment, then forever shorn : 
— Ah ! soon, beneath the inevitable blow, 

X too shall He in dust and darlniess low. 



Then Time, the Conqueror, will suspend 

His scythe, a trophy, o'er my tomb, 
Whose moving shadow shall portend 

Each frail beholder's doom r 
O'er the wide earth's illumined space. 

Though Time's triumphant flight be shown, 
The truest index on its face 

Points from the churchyard stone. 
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Two Eoses on one slender spray 

In sweet communion gi'ew. 
Together hail'd the moniing ray, 

And drank the evening dew ; 
While sweetly wreath'd in mossy green, 
There sprang a little bud between. 

Through, clouda and sunshine, storms and 

They open'd ihto bloom, 
Mingling their foliage and then- flowers. 

Their beauty and perfume ; 
While foster'd on its rising stem, 
The bud became a purple gem. 



-splendor pass'd, 

They faded in the wmd, 
Tet were these roses to the last 

The loveliest of their kind, 
Whose crimson leaves ic falling round, 
Adora'd and sancfjfled the gi-ound. 

When thus were all their honors shorn, 
The hud unfolding rose, 
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And blush'd and brighten'd, a3 flie morn 

From dawn to sunrise glows, 
TiU o'er eacli psirent's drooping head, 
The daughter's crowning glory spread. 



My Friends! in youth's lomantic prime, 

The golden age of man, 
Like these twin Roses spend your time, 

— Life's little, lessening span ; 
Then be your breasta as fi-ee from cares, 
Tour hours as innocent as theirs. 

And in the infant bud that blows 

In your encircling arms, 
Mark the dear promise of a rose. 

The pledge of future charms, 
That o'er your withering hours shall shine, 
Fsur, and more fair, as you decline ; — 

Till, planted in that realm of rest 

Where Roses never die, 
Amidst the gardens of the blest^ 

Beneath a stormless sky, 
You flower afresh, like Aaron's rod, 
That blossom'd at the sight of God. 
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TO AGNES. 



Time will not check his eager flight, 
Though gentle Agnes scold, 

For 'tia the Sage's de^r delight 
To mate young Ladies old. 

Then listen, Agnes, friendship sings ; 

Seize fast his forelock grey, 
And pluck from his careering wings 

A feather every day, 

Adom'd with these, defy his rage, 
And bid him plough your Jaee 

For every furrow of old f^e 
Shall be a line of grace. 

Start not ; old age is virtue's prime j 

Most lovely she appeal's, 
Clod in the si>oiIs of vanquisli'd Time, 

Down in the vale of years. 

Beyond that vale, in boundless bloom, 
The eternal mountains rise ; 

Virtue descends not to the tomb, 
Her rest is in the skies. 

1S04. 
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AN EPITAPH. 



Art thou a man of honest mould, 
With fervent heart, and soul sincere? 

A husband, father, friend ? — Behold, 
Thy brother slumbers here. 

The sun that wakes jon violet's bloom, 
Once cheer'd his eye, now dark in death, 

The wind that wanders o'er his tomb 
Was once his vital breath. 

The roving wind shall pass away, 
The warming sun forsake' the sky ; 

Thy brother, in that dreadful day, 
Shan live and never die. 
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THE OLD MAN'S SONG. 

Shall Man of frail fruition boast ? 

Shall life be counted dear, 
Oft but a moment, and, at most, 

A mom.entary year ? 

There was atime,-^that time is past, — 
When, youth ! I bloom'd like thee ! 

A time will come, — 't is coming fast. 
When thou shalt fade like me : — 

Like me throiigh. varying seasons range, 
And past enjoyments mourn ; — 

The fairest, sweetest spring shall change 
To winter in its turn. 

In infancy, my Temal prime. 

When life itself was new, 
Amusement pliick'd the wings of time, 

Tet swifter still he flew. 



Summer my youth si 

My sun ascended high. 
And pleasure held the reins till no. 

But grief drove down the sky. 
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Like aiitamn, rich ia ripening corn, 

Came manhood's sober reign ; 
My httrvest-moon scarce flU'd her horn, 
. "When she hegan to wane. 

Close foUow'd age, infirm old age, 

The winter of my year ; 
When shall I fall before his rage, 

To rise beyond the sphere ! 

I long to cast the chains away, 
Tliat hold my soul a slave, 

To bnrst these dungeon walls of day, 
Enfranchised from the grave. 

Life lies in embryo, — never free 
Till Nature yields her breath, 

Till Time becomes Eternity, ' 
And Man is horn in Death. 

ISO*. 
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rEOUS POEMS. 



THE GLOW-WORM. 
Themule of this inseot la Eaidtoiua flyiWMcli tlie ftmala catei 

"When Eyening closes Ni^ure's eye, 
The Glow-worm lights her little spark, 

To captivate her foorite fly, 

And tempt the mver througli the dark. 

Conducted by a sweeter star, 

Than all that deck the fields above, 

He fondly hastens from afar, 
To soothe her solitude with lore. 

Thus in this wilderness of ferns, 

Amidst the world's perplexing gloom. 

The transient torch of Hymen cheers 
The pilgrim journeying to the tomb. 

Unhappy he \vhose hopeless eye 
Turns to the light of love in vain; 

Whose cynosure is in the sky, 
He Oil the dark and lonely main. 

ISM. 
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BOLEHILL THERS. 



EOLEIIILL TKEES. 



!Now peace to his aslies who plaofed you trees, 

That weleome my waDdering eye ! 
In lofty luxwianee they wave with the hreeze, 

And resemble a grove in the sky ; 
On the hrow of the mountain, uncultured and bleak, 

They floarish in grandeur sublime, 
Adorning its hald and majestical peak, 

Like the lock on the forehead of Time. 

A land-mark they rise ; — to the stranger forlorn, 

All night on the wild heath delay'd, 
'Tis rapture to spy the young beauties of mom 

Unveiling behind their dark shade : 
The homeward-bound husbandman joys to behold, 

On tlie hue of the gi-ey evening scene, 
Tlieir branches yet gleaming wifJi purple and gxM. 

And the sunset espixing between. 

The maidens that gather the fruits of the mooi',* 
While weary and fainting they roam, 

• Bilbeniea, cluat8i--bBrriB3, and crane-borries. 
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212 MIS CELL ANBO era i-oems. 

Tlirough the blue dazzling distance of noon-lig!it 

The trees that remind them of home : 
The childreti that range in the TaUey suspend 

Their sports and in ecstasy gaae, 
When they see the broad moon from the summit 

And their schooi-house and grove in a hlaae. 

! sweet to my soul is that beautiful grove, . 

Awakening remembrance moat dear; — 
"When lonely in anguish and exile I rove, 

Wherever its glories appear, 
It gladdens my spirit, it soothes from aiar 

With tranquil and tender delight, 
It shines through my heart, like a hope-beaming 
star, 

Alone in the desert of night. 

It tells me of moments of innocent bliss, 

For ever and ever gone o'er ; 
Like the light of a smile, like the balm of a kiss, 

They were, — but they will be no more; 
Yet wherefore of pleasures departed complwn, 

That leave such endearment behind ? 
Though the sun of their sweetness be sunk in the main, 

Their tivilight still rests on the miad. 

Then pea^e to his ashes who planted those trees I 
Supreme o'er the landscape they rise, 
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With simple and lovely magnificence please 

All bosoms, mid gladden all eyes : 
Nor marble, nor brass, could emblazon bis fame 

Like his own sylvan tropbiea, that wave 
In graceful memorial, and whisper his name, 

And scatter tbeir leaves dn bis grave. 

Ah ! thus, when I sleep in the desolate tomb, 

May the laureb I planted endure. 
On the mountain of high immorlalily bloom, 

'Midst ligbtning and tempest secure ! 
Then ages unborn shall llieir verdure admire. 

And nations sit under their shade, 
While my spirit^ in secret, shall move o'er my lyre, 

Aloft ill their branches display'd. 

Hence dream of vain glory ! — tho light drop of dew 

That glows in the riolet's eye. 
In (he splendor of mom, to a fugitive view, 

May rival a star of the sky ; 
But the violet is pluck'd, and the dew~drap is flown. 

The star unextuiguish'd shall shine : 
Then mine be tie laureb of virtue alone, 

Aud the glories of Pai'adise mine. 
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THE MOLE-Hir.L. 

TEtL me, thou dust beneath my feet, 
Thou dust that once liadst breath ! 

Tell me how many mortals meet 
lui this small hill of death ? 

The mole that scoops with curious toil 

Her subterranean bed, 
Thinks not she ploughs a human seal, 

And mines among tlie dead. 

But, ! where'er she turns the ground. 

My kindred earth I see ; 
Once every atom of this mound 

Lived, breathed, and felt, like me. 

Like me these elder-born of clay 

Enjoy'd the cheerful light. 
Bore the brief burden of a day. 

And went to rest at nighL 

Far in tlie regions of the mom. 

The rising sun surveys 
Palmyra's palaces forlorn. 

Empurpled willi his rays. 
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Tlie spirits of tte desert dwell 
"Where eastern grandeur shone, 

And vultures acream, hyreuas yell 
Eflund Beauty's mouldering throne. 

There the pale pilgrim, as he ataods, 

Sees, from the broken wall. 
The shadow tottering on the sands, 

Ere the loose fragment fall. 

Destruction joys, amid those scenes, 

To watch the sport of Fate, 
While Time between the pillara leans, 

And bows them with hia weight. 

But towers and temples crush'd by Time, 

Stupendous wrecks ! appear 
To me less mournfully sublime 

Than the poor Mole-iiiU here. 

Through all this hillock's crumbling mould 
Once the warm life-blood ran ; 

Here thine original behold, 
And here thy ruins, IVIan ! 

Methinks this dust yet heaves with breath ; 

Ten thousand pulses beat ; 
Tell me, — in this small hill of death, 

How many mortals meet ? 

By wafting winds and flooding rams, 
From ocean, earth, and sky, 
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Collected here, the fi-oil 
Of slumbering millions lie. 

"What scene of terror and amaze 
Breaks through the twilight gloom ? 

What hand invisible displays 
The secrets of the tomb ? 

AU ageB and all nations rise, 

And every grain of earth 
Beneath my feet, before mine eyes. 

Is startled into birth. 

Like gliding mists llie shadowy forms 
Tln^ugh the deep valley spread. 

And like descending clouds in storms 
Lower round the mountain's head. 



O'er the wild champaign while they pass, 
Their footsteps yield no sound. 

Nor shake from the light trembling gi-aas 
A dew-drop to the ground. 

Among the iindislinguisli'd hosts. 

My wondering eyes explore 
Awful, sublime, terrific ghosts, 

Heroes and kings of yore : — 

Tyrants, the comets of their kind, 
Whose withering influence ran 

Through all tlie pi'omise of the mind. 
And smote and mildew'd man ; — 
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Sages, the Pleiades of earth, 
Whose genial aspects smiled, 

And flowers and fiuitage sprang to birth 
O'er all the. human wild. 

Yon gloomy ruffian, gash'd and gored, 

Was he, whose fatal skill 
First beat the plough-share to a sword, 

And taught the art to kill. 

Behind him skulks a shade, bereft 

Of fondly worshipt feme ; 
He built the Pyramids, but left 

No sfone to tell his name. 

Who is the chief, with visage dark 

As tempeste when they roar ? 
— The first who push'd his daring baxk 
d the timid shore. 



Through storms of deatli and seas of gra' 
He steer'd with steadfast eye ; 

His path was on tlie desert waves, 
His compass in the sky. 

That youdi who lifts his graceful hand. 

Struck the unahapen block, 
And beauty leap'd, at his command, 

A Venus from the rock. 

Trembling with ecstasy of thought, 
Behold the Grecian maid, 
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WTiom love's enchanting impulse tanghl 
To trace a slumberer's shade. 

Sweet are the thefts of love; — -alie stole 

His image while he lay, 
Kindled the shadow to a soul, 

And hreathed that soul through clay. 

Ton listening nymph, who looks beliind, 

With countenance of fire, 
Heard midnight music in the wind, — 

And framed the ^oUan lyre. 

All hwl I — The Sire of Song appears 

The Muse's eldest bom ; 
The skylark in the dawn of years, 

The poet of the morn. 

He from the depth of cavem'd woods, 

That echoed to his voice, 
Bade mountains, valleys, winds, and floods, 

And earth and heaven rejoice. 

Though charm'd to meekness while he sung, 
The wild beasts round him ran. 

This was the triumph of his tongue, — 
It tamed the heart of man. 

Dim throagh the mist of twilight times 

The ghost of Cyrus wallts ; 
Behind him, red wifli glorious crimes. 

The son of Ainmon stalks. 
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Relentless Hamiibal, in pride 

Of sworn, fix'ii liatred, lowers ; 
Ciesar, — 't is Brutus at hia side, — 
. In peerless grandeur towers. 

With, moonlight softness Helen's cliarma 

Dissolve the spectred gloora, 
The leading star of Greece in arms, 

Portending Ilion's doom. 

But Homer ; — see the bard arise I 
And hark ! — he sti'ites the lyre ; 

The Dardan warriors lift their eyes, 
The Ai^ive Chiefs reapii'e. 

And while his music rolls along, 

The towers of Troy sublime, 
Baised by the magic breath of song, 

Moek the destroyer Time. 

For still around the eternal walls 

The storms of battle rage : 
And Hector conquers. Hector falls, 

Bewept in every age. 

Genius of Homer ! Were it mine 

To track thy fiery car, 
And in thy sunset course to shine 

A I'adiant evening star, ~ 

Wliat theme, what laurel might the Muse 
Reclaim from ages fled ? 
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What realm-restoring hero choose 
To siimmon from the dead ? 

Yonder his shadow flils away : ■ 
— Thou shall not thus depart ; 

Stay, thou transecuclent spirit, slay, 
And teU me who thou art ! 

T is Alfred 1 — In the rolls of Fame, 

And on a midnight page, 
Blazes his broad refulgent name, 

The watch-light of his age. 

A Danish winter, from the noilli, 

Howl'd o'er the British wild, 
But Alfred, like the spring, brake forlh, 

And all the desert smiled. 

Back to the deep he roll'd the waves, 

By mad invasion buri'd ; 
TTia voice was liberty to slaves, 

Defiance to the world. 

And still that voice o'er land and sea 

Shall Albion's foes appal ; 
The race of Alfred will be free ; — 

Hear it, and tremble, Gaul ! 

Btit lo ! tlie phantoms fade in flight. 
Like fears that cross the mind, 

Like meteors gleaming through the night. 
Like thunders on the wind. 
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n of the tomb is past ; 



In what mysterious region cast 
Immortal spirits dwell ? 

I know not, but I soon shall know 
"When life's sore conflicte cease, 

When thLi desponding heart lies low, 
And I shall rest in peace. 

For see, on Death's bewildering wave. 

The rainbow Hope arise, 
A bridge of glory o'er the grave, 

That bends beyond the skies. 

From BEuT^h to heaven it swells and shines 

The pledge of bliss to Man ; 
Time witli Eternity combines, 

And gras])S them in a span. 

1807. 
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THE CAST-AWAY SHIP. 



of his fdtlier. — Tru^biidge ^as oae of Neisou'B c&pfAlus at th« 
of tho Nll^i but IjtE sbi^ uufttrtunatelj ran iL-ffinand as he waa 



A VESSEL sail'd from Albion's shore, 

To utmost India bound, 
Its crest a hero's pendant bore. 

With broad aea-Iaurels crown'd 
In many a fierce and noble flght, 
Though foil'd on that Egyptian night 

When Gallia's host was drown'd. 
And Nelson o'er his country's foes. 
Like the destroying angel rose. 

A gay and gallant company, 

With shouts that rend the ^r, 
For warrior-wreaths upon the sea, 

Their joyful brows prepare; 
But many a maiden's sigh was sent, 
And many a mother's blessing went, 

And many a father's prayer. 
With that exulting ship to sea. 
With that undaunted company. 
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The deep, that like a cradled child 

In breathing slumber lay, 
More warmly blush'd, more sweetly smiled, 

As rose the kindling day : 
Through ocean's mirror, dark and clear. 
Reflected clouds and skies appear 

la morning's rich anBy ; 
The land is lost, the waters glow, 
'Tis heaven above, areund, below. 

Majestic o'er flie sparkling tide, 

See the fall vessel sail, 
With swelling winds in shadowy pride, 

A swan before the gale ; 
DeepJaden merchanfs I'ode behind ; 

— Entjfearfiil of the fickle wind, 
Britannia's cheek gi'cw pale. 

When, lessening through the flood of light, 
Their leader vanish'd from her sight. 

Oft had she hiul'd ita trophied prow, 

Victorious from the war, 
And bano.er'd masts that would not bow, 

Though riven witli many a scar ; 
Oft had her oaks fheir (ribute brought. 
To rib ita flanks, with thunder fraught ; 

But late her evil star 
Had cursed it on its homeward way, 

— " The spoiler shall become the prey." 
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Thus warn'd, Britannia's anxious heart 
Tbrobb'd wilJi proplietic woe, 

"Wlien she heheld that ship depart, 
A feir ill-omen'd show I 

So views the mother through her tears, 

The daughter of her hopes and fears, 
"When hectic heauties glow 

On the frail cheek, where sweetly hloom 

The roses of an early tomb. 

No fears the brave adYenturers knew, 
Peril and death they spurn'd ; 

Like full-fledged eagles forth they flew; 
Jove's birds, that proudly bum'd 

In battle-hurricanes to wield 

His lightnings on the billowy fleld ; 
Aiid many a look they turn'd 

O'er the blue waste of waves to spy 

A Gallic ensign in tbo sky. 

But not to crush the vaunting foe, 

In combat on the main, 
Nor perish by a glorious blow. 

In mortal triumph slain, 
Was their unutterable fate ; 
— That story would the Muse relate, 

The song might rise in vain ; 
In ocean's deepest, darkest bed, 
The secret slumbers wish the dead. 
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THE CAST-AWAT SHIP. 

On India's long-expecting strand 

Tlieir sails were never furl'd; 

Never on known or friendly land, 

By storms their keel was huri'd ; 
Their native soil no more they trod, 
They rest beneath no hallow'd sod ; 

Throughout the living world, 
This sole memorial of their lot 
Remains, — they were, and they are not. 

The spirit of the Cape * pursued 
Their long and toilsome way ; 
At length, in ocean-sohtude, 
He sprang upon his prey ; 
" Havoc ! " the shipwreck-demoQ cried, 
Loosed all his tempests on the tide, 

Gave all his lightnings play ; 
The abyss recoil'd before tlie blast, 
Firm stood the seamen till the last. 

Like shooting stars, athwart the gloom 
The merchant-sails were sped ; 

Tet oft, before its midnight doom. 
They mark'd the high mast-head 

Of that devoted vessel, tost 

By winds and floods, now seen, now lost ; 
While every gun-fire spread 

■ Tho Cape of Good Hope, fomierly callcrl the Ofl 
Siorms. — See Cavtosm^ husuid, hook w 
VOt. I. 15 
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A dimmer flasli, a fiunter roar ; 

— At length they saw, they heaiii no more. 

There are to whom that ship was dear, 

For love and kindred's sake ; 
When these the voice of Eumor hear, 

Their inmost heart shall qualie, 
Shall doubt, and fear, and wish, and giieve, 
Believe, and long to imbelieve, 

But never cease to ache ; 
Still doom'd, in sad suspense, to bear 
The Hope that keeps alive Despair, 
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THE SEQUEL, 

He sought his sire from shore to shore, 

He sought him. day by lilay ; 
The prow he track'd was seen no more, 

Breasting the ocean-spray ; 
Tet, as the winds hia voyage sped, 
He sail'd ahove hia fether's head, 

Uneonseious where it lay, 
Deep, deep beneath the rolhng main ; 
— He sought his sire ; he sought in vain 

Son of the brave ! no longer weep ; 

Still with affection true, 
Along tbe wild disastrous deep, 

Thy father's course pursue ; 
Full in his wake of glory steer, 
His spirit prompts thy bold career, 

His compass guides thee through ; 
So, while tJty thunders awe the sea, 
Briton sluJl find thy sire in thee. 
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at[oQoriiiBPoeiiiB,lnl8(l8,butilied soon after i when lier i 

Mt Song of Sorrow reach'd her ear ; 
She raised her languid head to hear, 
And, smiling in the arms of Death, 
Consoled me with her latest breath. 

"WTiat is the Poet's highest aim, 
Hia richest heritage of fame? 

— To track the ivarrior's fiery road, 
With havoc, spoil, destruction strow'd, 
While nations bleed along the plains, 
Dragg'd at his chariot-wheels in chains ? 

— With fewniag hand to woo the lyre, 
Profanely steal celestial fii-e. 

And bid an idol's altar blaze 
With iacense of unhaDow'd praise? 

— With syren strains, Circean art, 
To win the ear, beguile the heart, 
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Wake the ■wiM passions into rage. 
And please aad prostitute tlie age ? 

No ! — to tlie generous bard belong 
Diviner themes and purer song: 

— To liail Religion from above, 
Descending in the form of Love, 
And pointing through a world of strife 
The narrow way that leads to life : 

— - To pour the balm, of heavenly rest 
Through Sorrow's agonizing breast; 
Witli Pity's tender arras embrace 
The orphans of a kindred ra«e ; 
And in one zone of concord bind 
The lawless spoilers of mankind : 

— To sing in numbers boldly free 
The wars and woes of Kberty ; 
The glory of her triumphs teU, 
Her nobler suffering when she fell,* 
Girt with the phalanx of the brave, 
Or widow'd on the patriot's grave, 
"Which tyrants tremble to pass by, 
Even on the car of Victory. 

These are the Bard's sublimest views, 
The angel-visions of the Muse, 
That o'er his morning slumbers shine ; 
These are his themes,— -and these were 
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But pale Despondency, that stole 
The light of gladness from my soul, 
While youth and folly blindfold ran 
The g^ddy circle up to Man, 
Breathed a dark spirit through my lyre, 
Dimm'd tlie noon-rftdiaaee of my Are, 
And cast a mournful evening hue ' 
O'er every scene my fancy drew. 
Then though the proud despised my strain, 
It flow'd not from my heart in vain ; 
The lay of freedom, fervor, truth. 
Was dear to undissembling youth. 
From manly breasts drew genei-ous sighs. 
And Virtue's tears from Beauty's eyes. 

My Song of Sorrow reach'd Heb ear ; 
She raised her languid head to heai-, 
And, smiling in the arras of Death, 
She bless'd me with her latest bi-eath. 

A secret hand to me convey'd 
The thouglits of tliat inspiring Maid ; 
They came lite voices on the wind. 
Heard in the stillness of the mind, 
When round the Poet's twilight ivalt 
Aerial beings seem to talk : 
Not the twin-stars of Leda shine 
With vernal influence more benign, 
Nor sweeter, in the sylvan vale. 
Sings the bne-warbling nightingale. 
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Than thi'ough my shades her lustre broke, 
Than to my griefs her spirit spoke. 

My fancy form'd her young and fair, 
Pure as her aisfer-lHies were, 
Adom'd with meekest maiden grace, 
"With every charm of soul and face, 
That Virtue's awfiii eye approves, 
And fond Affection dearly loves ; 
Heaven ia hcv open aspect seen, 
Her Maker's image in her mien. 

Such was the picture fancy drew, 
In lineaments diviuely true ; 
Tlie Muse, by her mysterious art, 
Had shown her likeness to my heart, 
And every faithful feature brought 
O'er the clear min'or of my thought, 
— But she was waning to the tomb ; 
The worm of death was in her bloom ; 
Yet as the mortal fi-ame declined. 
Strong through the ruins rose the mind ; 
As the dim moon, when night ascends, 
Slow in the east the darkness rends. 
Through melting clouds, by gradual gleams, 
Pours the mild splendor of her beams. 
Then burste in triumph o'er tJie pole, 
Free as a disembodied soul ! 
Thus, while the veil of flesh decay'd, 
Her beauties hrighten'il through the shade ; 
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Charms which, her lowly heart coneeal'd, 
In nature's weakness were revestl'd ; 
And Still the unrobing spirit cast 
Diviner glories to tiie last, 
Dissolved its bonds, and dear'd its flight, 
-Emerging into perfect light. 

Yet ahaU. the friends who loved her weep, 
Though shi'iaed in peace the sufferer sleep, 
Though rapt to heaven the saint aspire, 
"ffilh aeraph guards oa wings of fire ; 
Tet shall they weep ; — for o&, and well 
EemembraBce shall her story tell, 
Affection of her virtues speak. 
With beaming eye and hurniiig cheek, 
Each action, word, fuid look recall. 
The last, the loveUest of all. 
When on the lap of death she lay. 
Serenely smiled her soul away, 
And left surviving Friendship's breast 
Warm with the sunset of her rest. 

thou, wh-O wert on earth unknown. 
Companion of my thought alone ! 
Unchanged in heaven to me thoa art, 
Still hold communion witli my heart ; 
Cheer thou my hopes, exalt my views. 
Be the good angel of my Muse ; 
— And if to thine approving ear 
My pliunlive numbers once were dear ; 
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If, felling round thy dying hours, 

Like evening dews on closing flowers, 

They soothed thy pains, and through thy soul 

"With melancholy sweetness stole, 

Hear he : — When slumber from mine eyes, 

That roll in irksome darkiiess, flies ; 

When the lorn spectre of unrest 

At conscious midnight haunts my breast ; 

When former joys and present woes, 

And future fears, are all my foes ; 

Spirit of my departed friend. 

Calm through the troubled gloom descend, 

With strains of triumph on thy tongue. 

Such as to dying saints are sung ; 

Such as in Paradise the ear 

Of God himself delights to hear ; 

— Come, aU unseen ; be only known 

By Zion's harp of higher tone, 

Warhhng to thy mysterious voice ; 

Bid my desponding powers rejoice ; 

And I wiU listen to thy lay, 

Till night and sorrow flee away, 

Till gladness o'er my bosom rise, 

And morning kindle round the skiM. 

If thus to me, sweet saint, be given 
To learn from thee the hymns of heaven, 
Thine inspiration will impart 
Seraphic ardors to my heart ; 
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My voice thy musie sLall prolong, 
And echo thy entrancing song ; 
My lyre with sympathy divine 
Shall answerevery chord of thine, 
Till f]ieir consenting tones give hirth 
To harmonies unknown on earth. 
Then shall my ihoughia, in living Are 
Sent down from heaven, to heaven aspire, 
My verse through lofty measures rise, 
A scale of glory to the skies, 
Resembling, on each haUow'd theme, 
The ladder of the Patriarch's dream, 
O'er which descending angels shone, 
On eajthly missions from the throne, 
Returning by the steps they trod, 
Up to the Paradise of God, 
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INTEODUCTION 



8 O N A M U S 



It liaa been mentioned already in the general Pre- 
face to tliese volumes, that the first numher of tlic 
Xris (succeeding to the Sheffield Register) was pub- 
lished by myself, and a friend whose name did not 
appear in the imprint, on the 4th of July, 1794. 
He, however, soon becoming weary of the vexation, 
and alarmed by the peril to which we were exposed 
in the conduct of an independent jounia], at the end 
of (he firet year retired from the conflict, leaving me 
in possession of a field, every inch of which was to 
be maintained either by inflexibly passive resistance, 
or by alternate aggression and defence, gainst nu- 
merous adversaries banded against my predecessor, 
and whose disappointed vengeance fell upon me, -— 
more from the misfortune of having stept into hia 
place when he left the kingdom, than for any offences 
that I had committed, or any personal spleen against 
myself. But I was singled out, aa wHl appear in 
the sequel, not only as an object of suspicion from 
the situation which I occupied, but I was watched 

(237) 
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at every step of my progress as a proper object for 
prosecution, when a feasible pretest could tie found, — 
an example being wanted to deter others from doing 
wiiat J had not yet done, but what thej/ were doing 
with impunity, because they were either above or 
below the mark of legal visitation. How Iliis was 
effected I will now tell. 

Little more than a month after I had become 
connected with the newspaper, I was one day called 
into the bookseller's shop, where business-orders 
were received. There I found a poor-looking el- 
derly man, whom I recollected to have seen in the 
street a little while before! when I was attracted 
both by his grotesque appearance, and his comical 
address as a ballad-monger. He stood with a buodle 
of pamphlets in his hand, crying out in a pecuhar 
tone, " Here you have twelve songs for a penny ! " 
Thea he recapitulated at full length the title of eacli, 
thus: "The first song io the book ia " — ao and so; 
" The second song in the book " — so and ao ; " The 
third song" — so and so, and on he went, " ao and 
so," to the end of the catalogue. He now offered 
me the spedmen of an article in his line, and asked 
what he muat pay for six quires of the same. I im- 
mediately replied that I did not deal in such com- 
modities, having better employment for my presses . 
he must therefoi-e apply elsewhere (I believe I 
named a place where he might be served). " But," 
he rejoined, like one who had some knowledge of 
the terms used by printers, " you have litis standing 
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ill your office." — " That is more than I know," was 
my answer. Taking up the printed leai', I perceived 
that it contained two copies of verses, with each of 
which I had been long fiimiliar, but had nerer seen 
them coupled in that sbape before ; at the top of 
the page was fie impresaion of a wood-cut (Liberty 
and the British Lion,) which I recognized as having 
flgiired in the frontispiece of an extinct periodlical, 
issued by my predecessor, and entitled " The Pa- 
friot-" The paper, also, of which a lai^ stock had 
devolved to me, was of a particular kind, being the 
material of certain forms for the registration of free- 
holds, under a still-born act of parliament, printed 
on one side only, and which had been sold for waste. 
On discovering this, I went up into tie office, and 
asked when ajid for whom such things as I held in 
my hand had been printed, as I had no knowledge 
of the job, " Oh, sir," said the foreman, " they 
were set up ever so long ago by Jack," (Mr. Galea's 
apprentice, who had not been transferred to me,) " for 
himself, and to ^ve away to his companions; and 
the matter is now standing in the types just as it 
was when you bought the stock in the office." — 
" Indeed," I exclaimed ; " but how come the ballsd- 
seller, who was bawling out his twelve songs for a 
penny the other day, to have a copy ? " — In expla- 
nation of this he stated, that he bad formerly known 
him, when he himself was an apprentice in an office 
at I>erby, from which such wares were suppUed to 
liawkers. Hearing his voice in the street, he had 
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called him in for old-acqufdntaoce sate, and, in the 
course of talking about trade, had shown him an im- 
pression of Jack's songs, by which he thought his old 
acquaintance might make a few pence in his strange 
way. " "Well then," s^'^i ^i " '^t ^^^ P<>o'' fellow 
have what he wants, if it will do him any good ; but 
what does he mean by six quires f" — " Wot quires 
of whole sheets, but sis times twenty -four copies of 
this size," was the information which I received on 
this new branch of literature, I then went down 
stsurs, and told my customer that lie might have the 
quantity he wanted for eighteen pence, which would 
barely be the expense of the paper and working off. 
He was content, the order was executed, the pai-cel 
delivered by myself info his hand, and honestly paid 
for by him ; away then he went, and I saw no more 
of him. I have often said, when I have had occasion 
to t«ll this adventure of my romantic youUi, {for 
adventure it was, and no eveiy-day one, as the issue 
proved,) that if ever in my life I did an act. which 
was neither good nor bad, or, if either, rather good 
than bad, it was this. I repeat the statement here, 
as the only feehng of my mind at the time, and as 
the convicUoB of my mind at this hour. 

Two months afterwards, one of the town-constables 
waited upon me, aad very civilly requested that I 
would call upon him, at his residence in the adjacent 
street. Accordingly I went thither, and asked him 
for wliat purpose he wanted to see me. He then 
produced a magistrate's warrant, charging me with 



.-byGoogle 



PRISON AMUSBMliNTS. 2il 

having on the 16th day of August preceding, printed 
and published a certain aedilJous libel respecting the 
war then, ira^ng between his Majesty and the 
French goyemment, entitled, A Patriotic Song 
by a Clergyman of Belfast. I was quite puazled 
to comprehend to what production from my press 
the charge alluded, not the remotest idea of the 
ballad-seller occurring to me at the moment. Ac- 
cordingly I expressed my ignorance, and begged to 
see the paper that contained the HbeL He then 
showed me a copy of the songs which I had allowed 
to be printed, as aforementioned, at the request of a 
hawker, whom I had never seen before nor since. 
I said immediately, " I recollect that very well ; but 
this song cannot be a hbel on the present war, be- 
cause it was pubUshed, to my knowledge, long before 
hostilities between England and France began in 
1793; having been composed for an anniversary 
celebration of the destruction of the BastUe, and re- 
ferring solely to the invasion of France by the 
Austrian and Prussian armies under the Duke of 
Brunswick, in July, 1793." That, however, was a 
question not to be settled between the constable and 
me. The former, on further inquiry, told me that 
on the 16th of August, as he was going down 
the High Street, he observed the aforesaid ballad- 
monger, and heard him crying, " Straws to sell ! " 
As it was his business to look after vagrants, he 
went up to the man and bought a straw of him, for 
VOL. I. 16 
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which he piud a halfpenny, but complaining that it 
was a dear bargain, the other gave him one of these 
BOiigs to boot. Oil looking at the contents, he 
thought there was something not right about them, 
or the manner of their disposal. Hereupon he 
told the chapman that he would be a wholeaale 
customer, and take both himself and his stock into 
safe-keeping. Tbe prisoner, terrified at the thought 
of going to gaol, immediately informed him how, 
where, and from whom he had got tlie papers. He 
then took him before a m^istrate, who, on hearing 
tlie case, committed tlie culprit to Wakefield House 
of Cori-eelioa as a vagrant, where he had been de- 
tained till the West Biding Sessions, on the 16th of 
October — the day on which it bad been deemed ex- 
pedient to arrest me as principal in the aifair. All 
this was news to me, and quite as unwelcome as it 
was amusing and instructive. The ti'ick of selling 
a straw, and giving sometliing not worth one with 
if, was a lesson, which, having never learned before, 
cert^nly reduced to the amount of its value the 
vast stock of ignorance of the worid with whicli I 
had set out in it ; which, however, was otherwise so 
rapidly diminishing by my daily experience, that I 
had a fair prospect of becoming, within a reasonable 
time, as wise in my generation as the people with 
whom I had to deal then and in the sequel. 

At the Sheffield Sessions then being holdeh, I 
was forthwifli ari-aigned, pleaded " Not guilty," and 
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traversed the indictment to Doncaster Sessions, to 
be held in January, 1796. Bail to the amount of 
200i from ni3^elf, and two sureties of lOOl. each, 
being dem d d hull came into court unpre- 
pared fo n me he latt t vo respectable townsmen, 
with neith f wh m h. d I any acquaintance, be- 
yond civil rec uiti n when we happened to meet, 
voluntarily t pt f ward to 
accepted. J ph J 1 n (for that ^ 
seller's name) was then remanded (with a n 
dation from the Bench to he kindly treated) to 
"Wakefield, and kept tliere three months longer, 
tliat he might be forthcoming as a witness against 
me when the trial should take place. 

The following is a copy of the song from which 
the libel was inferred. The other verses on the 
same paper, entitled T/ie Tender's Hold, complain- 
ing of the wrongs of seamea from impressment, I be- 
lieve, were the elder Dibdin's, 

A. TATltlOTIC SONG BY A CLEE6TMAN Off 
BELrAST. 

" Wliile Tyranny mEii-sbids its minions aronncl, 
And bids its fierce legious adranoe, 
Fnir Freedom ! the liopea of tliy aons to oonfonnd, 
And restore his old empire in France, — 

" What friend among men to the rights of mankind, 
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" Hinpe'sfate on ffie contesPs decition, depends ; 
Mast in^xrtimi ill isitae imll be ; 
For ihoald Frajnw be seMaed, Eitrope's lUerty ertdt, 
ffske Iriamphs S>e world will lefree. 

" Then let every true pfttriot umte ia liar cause, 

Let all whose souls spurn at tjrannioal laivs. 



" May flie spirit of Sparta her armies inspire, 
kad. the star of Ameiica guide ; 
May a Wpshington's wiadom, a Mirabean's fire, 
In her camps and her councils preside I 

" May her sons fata! discord no longer divide ; 
'Mongsthar chiefs no dark traltOTs be found; 
But may they united resist Ihs rough tide, 
Till their toils l>e with victory crown' dl 

"And at length when sweet peace fl'om lior sphere shall descend, 
When the friends of oppression have fled, 
Immortal renown shall those heroes attend. 
Who for freedom fought, oOQiinBr'd, and bled. 

" Blazon' d high then than' daada shall swell history's page. 
And adorn lofty poetry's lays, 
While the memory of tyrants, the curse of their i^a, 
In oblivion's dB,rk bastile decays." 

These stanzas appeared in The Sheffield Register, 
dated Friday, August 3, 1712, and were thus in- 
trodaced : — 

" The foUowiiif; song was lomposed by Mr, Scott 
of Dovmore, mil piesfnted in his name to the pres- 
ident of the citizen? of Bi-lfaat, and the citizen 
soldiers- of the town and neighborhood, at their 



.-byGoogle 



PKISON AMUSEMENTS. 245 

commeraorafion of the demolition of tlie Eaafile 
(July 14, 1789), the birthday of liberty in Fi-anee." 
Li the edition printed at my otfice, (Ley are enlJ- 
iled, as above quoted, " A Song by a Clei^man of 
Belflist." Copies of both are before me at this time. 
The du-onology of the composition is incontro- 
vertible : the fact of its having made the round of 
the " patriotic " newspapers in July and August, 1792, 
setdes (hat. The original allusions in it, therefore, 
had no more refei-enee to a nonexistent war between 
Finance aiid England, than to a nonexistent war 
between China and Japan. They were wholly and 
imequivocally directed against the Austrians and 
Prossians, then mai"sha]ling their armies to invade 
revolutionized France, and compel her to restore 
the captive king to his ancient sovereignty. In this 
sense they were universally understood; and in no 
other were they intelligible. To convert them into 
a seditious libel upon the subsequent war between 
France and England there must have been drcum- 
etances accompanying the publication, which clearly 
showed a deliberate purpose of so applying them to 
the changed state of things in 1794, The true and 
only eireumstaaces accompanying their publication 
at the latter period have been uni-eservedly detailed 



That my prosecutors were too politic to ground 
the charge of seditious intention against me upon 
these facts, connected with the publication, is mani- 
fest flx>m the proceedings upon the trial, which took 
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place at Doncaster on the 22d clay of January, 1795, 
and occupied uiue hours, nearly two of whicli the 
jury took in considering their verdict. At the close 
of, the fii-at they brought in a verdict of " guilty of 
publishiag." This the court refused to receive, the 
chairman declaring, tliat if the defendant had mei-ely 
jiublished the song he was not guilty at all, for 
tlie guilt, if any, must have consisted in publishing 
it with a seditious intention. This was law and it 
was equity. But as the jury were retiring, another 
magistrate called out and told them, that they must 
infer the intention of the defendant from the contents 
of the publication itsel£ This might be wise counsel, 
but it was hardly reconcilable with the foregoing re- 
marks of the chairman, and in direct conti'adiction 
to the doctrine of libel, as laid down by the latter 
in his chai'ge to the jury. He then had said ; " It 
had been stated, that the song for which the defend- 
ant stood indicted, had been written, printed, and 
published long before the war began. This, how- 
ever, was nothing to the purpose ; that which was 
perfectly innocent in 1792 might be grossly libellous 
in 1794 ; and though tliis song was no libel when 
^s( published, yet it might be a libel, for all that, 
at t/ie titae when the defendant published it. But 
of this the jiuy were to be the judges. Many parts 
of the Scriptures themselves, if published now, might 
be libellous; for instance, the words, 'To your tents, 
Israel !' if it could be proved that by Israel was 
meant England, would be a libel, and ia like manner 
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many other passages of a similar nature," This I 
can perfectly understand and approve ; I can also 
admit that in many libels die intention of the 
utterer is plainly deducible from the nature of the 
contents ; but mioe was a ease in which time and 
circumstances alone could determine the purpose of 
the publisher, because the contents referred exclu- 
sively to one aeries of events, and nothing but a crimi- 
nal application of the same to anotlier series could fix 
guilt upon tie accused. Now the only point against 
me was the time of issuing this equivocal libel, while 
all the circumstances were in my favor. The chair- 
man had closed his charge, by saying, " With 
respect to the case before them, it was the duty of 
the jury to consider all the circumstances attending 
the publication of the song, as well as the contents, 
before they could judge whether it were libellous 
or not. Every doubt must be favorable to the de- 
fendant, and it certmnly was a circumstance greatly 
in his favor, thiit he had sold these songs to a 
stranger, a person of no character, whom he had 
never seen in his life before. The jury were to 
consider the intention only ; for neither the printing 
nor the publication, if they were ever so clearly 
proved, could constitute the guilt or innocence of 
the defendant, but the design and intention alone." 
I copy this from the record of the trial, in the news- 
papei-s of the day. The jury, after deUberating nearly 
an hour longer, returned a verdict of Guilty. The 
aeutence of the court was, Three months' imprison- 
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meiU in the Caslle of York, and n fine of twenty 
pounds. 

Now, llirougli tlie whole of the pleadings oq this 
occaaioa there was not even the feint of an attempt, 
on the pa,rt of the prosecutors or their counsel, to 
fasten upon me the guilt of seditious intention from 
the evidence of any of the circumstances attending 
my dealings with Jordan, The whole stress of the 
charges against me was laid oa, not what/hsid done, 
but what my predecessor was said to have done, and 
what I might do in following him, as a champion of 
hberty in Sheffield, at that period of political excite- 
ment ; nor was there an allusion made to a line or a 
paragraph which I had ever wi-itten, or was sus- 
pected to have written for Mr, Gales's paper or in 
my own. With regaid to the latter, I have just now 
carefully examined every number, from the first 
published m July, 1794, to that of Januai-y 23, 1795, 
the day after my trial, and find not one sentence, 
original or quoted, which can be construed even 
into a slight on the king's government, or the 
conduct of the war, nor a syllable that could justify 
the chai'ge against me in the indictment, of " being 
a wicked, malicious, seditious, and evil-disposed 
person." Tite fact is, that whatever I may have 
been, my partner was the principal editor of the 
newspaper all tiiat time, and continued so till we 
separated, six months later. It was he who con- 
verted The Sheff,eld Segister into The Iris, he who 
chose the motto — 
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and it was he wto wrote our introductory address, 
wherein are these passages, explanatory of the pi-in- 
ciples on which the paper was intended theneefor- 
ward to be conducted. "They {the editors) have 
their own pohtieal opinions and their own political 
attachments ; and they have no scruple to declare 
themselves friends to tlie cause of peace and i-eform, 
however such a declaration may be likely to expose 
them, in the present times of alaiin, lo obnoxious 
epithets, and unjust and ungenerous reproaches. 
But, while they acknowledge themselves unconvinced 
of the necessity or expediency of the present war, 
and fully persuaded that an ameHoration of the state 
of the representative body is intimately connected 
with the true interests of the nation, they declare 
their firm attacliment to the constitution of its gov- 
ernment, as administered by IQng, Lords, and Com.- 
mona; and they scorn the imputation which would 
rej)resent eveiy Refonner as a Jacobin, and every 
advocate for peace aa an enemy W> his king and 
country." * • * » * " It is not their intention 
to enter themselves, aa parties, on the field of po- 
litical couti'oversy. For, though they shall think 
it their duty to state the reasonings on both aides, 
upon public and interesting questions, they do not 
:o be at all the proper business of the 
newspaper to present his readers with 
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his own particular opiaiinis. And, whatever theirs 
may at. any time be, it is too much their wish to li^e 
in peace and charity with all men, to feel disposed 
to come forward as angry zealots or violent parti- 
sans," Oil these principles of comparative neutrality 
the paper was conducted during the twelve months 
of our partnership, and, as a reward of our modera- 
Idoo, nearly one half of the sale was lost within the 
term above mentioned. It is true, that when the 
whole management feD into my own hands, I took 
broader ground to stand upon as editor, but so little to 
my advwitage, that my independence was, in general 
equally unsatiefactory to both parties. Like my poe- 
try, my politics were never either fashionable or pop- 
ular — probably because they were too egotistical. 

On the trial at Doneaster two witnesses only were 
esamined for the prosecution ; tieir testimony there- 
fore contains the whole of tlie evidence lliat could 
be produced upon the sole question for consideration, 
namely, whether the song was published by me with 
a seditious intention, I copy the testimony of the 
song-seller, Joseph Joi-dan, from the printed report 
of the cause now lying before me. 

" Joseph Jordan was called and examined by 
Mr. Buck for the prosecution. — He said that in the 
month of August last, as he was crying song-books 
in the Hartshead at Sheffield, he had been called 
into the office of the defendant by one of the work- 
men whom he had formerly known as an apprentice 
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with Mr. Ti-immer of Derby. The said workman 
gave him twopence for a pint of ale; and after 
some conversation showed hjm a printed song; no 
copies of wliich he said had ever been sold in 
Sheffield. Upon which he (Jordan) asked the men 
what tliey would print him a few quives for. Thej' 
said, they could not print them without their master's 
orders, and advised him to go down into the book- 
seller's shop, to the defendant. This he did aeeord- 
ijigly ; the defendant agreed to print him six quires 
at threepence a quire ; and told him to call again 
the next morning, when they should be ready. He 
did call, and saw the defendant, who said that the 
men had been very busy in the office, and could not 
get them done, but they would endeavor to let him 
have some in the afternoon. The witness went 
away, and did not return til] twelve days after, when 
he saw the defendant again, and received one quire 
of the songs, for wliich he jmid threepence. He 
afterwai-ds received the remaining Jive quirea at two 
several times, and paid the sum of one shilling and 
sispence, and no moi-e, for the whole six quires. 
As he was selling straws and giving songs, he was 
taken up by Samuel Hall, the constable, and, in de- 
fence of himself, offered to show him where be got 
the copies, which he did. — Though he had heard 
the song read to him by the workman who called 
him into the office of the defendant, and though he 
had sold straws and given the song info the bargain, 
he did not tliink there was any harm in it. The de- 



.-byGoogle 



252 

fendant had uotloH him it was seditious, or he would 
not have sold it ; upon his oath he would not, 

" Cross-examined for the Defendant, by Mr, Felix 
Vaughan, who had heen specially retained on tlie 
occasion. — He said he had been a song-seller, not 
song-singer, for many years ; he beheved upwarda 
of twenty, duiing which time he had been talcen up, 
and committed to various Houses of Correction, but 
neyer for sedition. Being asked if any particular 
conversation had passed between himself and the 
defendant, at any of the five times when they met, 
respecting the government or the war, he answered, 
' None at all ; the defendant had never mentioned 
any thing about either the government or the war, 
or any thing else, escept the printing and price of the 
songs,' Being aslied why, if he did not know the 
song was seditious, he had sold straws and given the 
song, he rephed, because he thought thei-e was some- 
tlijng extraordinary in it, and he sold straws to make 
people think that there was so ; hut he positively 
swore, that he did not know it was seditious, because 
the defendant had not hinted any thing of the kind 
to him. He himself had apphed to the defendant to 
print the song, after having learned of the men that 
the letter-press was standing, which he told the 
defendant, and said also to hun that the copies 
only wanted working off, as the printers call it. The 
defendant had. only looked at the title of the song, 
but did not read it, nor say any thing respecting the 
contents. He had never seen the defendant before, 
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nor did he know his najne ; but in court he per- 
fectly I'ecollected his person, and had described it to 
the constable who took him up. 

" Samuel Hall, the constable, on his examination 
for the prosecution, swore that in the month of 
August last he saw Jordan in the High Street 
crying straws to sell. He bought one ; and com- 
pliuning that it was ratlier dear at a halipenny, he 
received what the seller called a book, — a single 
leaf, containing the song mentioned in the indict- 
ment. Casting his eyes over it, he thought there 
was something wrong in it, and asked the vender 
what he had to do with such bad songs. The other 
replied, that he did not know there was any harm 
in them, and oifered to show him where he obtained 
the copies. This he did. He (Flail) then took him 
and his songs into custody, and brought him before 
Mr. "Wilkinson, the magistral*, who committed him 
to Wakefield House of Correction, He knew the 
defendant, having several times seen him, and paid 
bills to him of accounts due to Mr. Gales, in the 
bookselling shop below the prinling-offlce, in the 
Hartshead." 

This was the sum of the evidence for the prose- 
cution, comprehending all the iaeK of tlie case. I 
brought forward no witness, for I admitted all that 
the two forgoing had testified. The ai^uments, 
, and declamations of counsel, on this 
, would be irrelevant here, even if they 
could be correctly stated. The newspaper reports of 
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tliem wei'e very imperfect and incoherent, as well 
thity might be, when it is considered tbat the live 
learned gentlemen who were engaged between us 
occupied more tlian as many hours in their speeches, 
during the trial, and upon an arrest of judgment, 
which was moved by Mr. Vaugban, on my part, but 
disallowed by the court. 

Had I, at the pi'esent time, known no more of the 
motives and machinations of my pi-oseenfors than I 
did then, I should have made precisely the same 
exposure of both as I have done in the foregoing 
nari'alive, namely, that 1 was majked out, fi'om my 
first appearance in a public character, to be the 
object of vengeance agamat my predeceesor, and 
thM 1 was made the subject of prosecution for this 
petty act of inconsiderate good nature because a 
more senou'* fault could not be found in all that had 
bepn done by me personally or as tlie proxy of 
othera, up to the \eiy diy when I was aiTaigned 
upon the mdictment. But five and-forty years after 
theie thmg« m the spnag of 1839, a packet was put 
into my hands cont»ming several of the original 
doiumenfs connected with my trial for a seditious 
libel at D iiastei m 1795 Among these there is 
a letter signed by the Duke of Portland, his Maj- 
esty's Secretary 'of State for the Home Departnienf, 
addressed to a magistrate of this neighborhood, 
apparently in answer to a communication ftrna tlie 
hitter, wherein his Grace approves of the several 
steps taken against the song-seller and myself, ac- 
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eompanied by some statesman-like hints i-eapecting 
flirther pi-oceedinga. There are several letters from 
Mr. White, the Solicitor to the Ti-easury, to the 
attorney for the prosecution here, in one of which 
the latter is authorized to give briefe to three 
counsel named, " with the Attorney-General's com- 
piimenta." Thus I learned, that I had actually 
suffered, not to say enjoyed, the honor of a State 
pi'osecution. Another document is the Sheffield 
Bolicitoi's bill of costs, at full length, indorsed " Hex 
V. Montgomery, J. R's Bill, 66i Ss. 2d. Mr. White 
• paid this" What Mr. White himself, and the At- 
torney-General, Sir John Scott, afterwards Lord 
Eldon, received, I know not. There are several 
other memoranda of no signification now. But the 
most precious of these ancient manuscripts, rescued 
na unexpectedly from hopeless perdiljon as any 
classic treasure from the ruins of Herculaneum, ia a 
fragment of the original draft of the brief, delivered 
to the counsel for the prosecution. From this I 
make the followmg extract. ■ After some high- 
seasoned vituperation of my predecessor, the scribe 
proceeds thus : — 

" The prisoner (myself) for a long time acted as 
his (Mr. G.'s) amanuensis," -— the next seven words 
express an after-though^ being interpolated in the 
draft, — " and occasionally wrote essays for the news- 
paper. Since he has been the ostensible manager 
and proprietor of the Iris, he has pursued the same 
line of conduct, and his printing office lias been 
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precisely of the same stainp."- — ^Tliis refers to a 
charge in the foregoing clause respecting Mi-. G.'a 
office, tliat fi-oni it " all tlie iaflammatory and sedi- 
tious resolutions, pamphlets, and papers issued " of 
the political societies in Sheffield. The paragi-aph 
goes on, referring to myself; — " Without calling in 
question the names or characters of some of his 
principal supporters, who ought to act differently, 
suffice it to say, that this prosecution is carried on 
ekiejly with a view of putting a slop to the meetings 
of the assoeiated clubs in Slie^eld ; and it is hoped 
that if we are fortunate enough to succeed in con- 
victing the prisoner, it wiO go a great way towards 
curhiog the insolence they have uniformly mani- 
fested, and particularly since the late acquittals." 

Thus, after the lapse of nearly half a century, the 
true key to the measures of my adversai-ies against 
me is found. What my newspaper was during the 
twelve months in which these tilings happened, I 
have already shown. Files of the Jris are in exist- 
ence, and the printed records , cannot be falsified. 
In its pagts, between the 4th of July, 17'94. and the 
day of my trial, the 22d of January, 1795, there is 
but one advertisement from the Sheffield Constitu- 
tional Society, namely, " An Address to Mr. Joseph 
Gales," on his escape from perseeuldou, acknowl- 
ed^ng his private worth, and his pubhe services in 
" the cause of truth and liberty." — On the liber- 
ation of fiiiee members of that body, after six 
months' coniinement under the suspension of the 
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Habeas Corpus Act, to give evidence on the trials 
of Hardy, Home Tooke, and oUiera, for high treason, 
there aiso appears an account of a civic entertain- 
ment among the memhera of the same society, at 
which the toasts and pi-oceedings were distinguished 
by quite as -much temperance, in feasting and 
speechifying, as is usuaDy observed on such occa- 
sions. Besides these, I recollect that an address of 
the Society was printed at the Iris oiHce, on some 
occasion which I have forgotten. I was told ^er- 
warda, that my prosecutors had deUberated between 
tids and the patriotic song, on whether of the two 
it would be most expedient to indict me. Had they 
decided for the address they would have found that 
it was no more my production than the song, for it 
might have been claimed by one of those who, in 
Uie drafV aforesaid, are designated my " principal 
supporters, wko ought to act differently." Here, then, 
is the sum total, so far as my memory can trace, of 
all " the inflammatory and seditious resolutions, pam- 
phlets, and papers," issued from my press by " the 
associated clubs in Sheffield;" for whose warning 
and example I was foredoomed to suffer, without so 
much as allowing me time to commit an offence to 
warrant condemnation on my own account. — In the 
farewell address to my readers, in 1825, I have 
stated the only occasion on which I formed a tem- 
porary connection with the Constitutional Society of 
Sheliield, namely, in the time of its adversity, when 
it became the duty of the remnant of its dismayed 
TOL. I. 17 
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and scattered members to preserre from starvation 
the. families of their brethren, in bonds under the 
suspension of the HcAeas Corpus A.1A. That So- 
ciety, soon after ihe release of these, and the result 
of tlie trials for high treason, in London, died a 
natural death. With regard to the gratuitous 
charge that I " occasionally wrote essays " for my 
predecessor's newspaper, those who made it never 
pretended to prove it ; nor will I pretend to deny it. 
Had it been possible to convict me of sedition for 
one or all put together of these juvenile rhapsodies, 
I should not have escaped. It was to them that I 
alluded, in the address delivered at the dinner given 
to mc, by my townspeople, of all parties, in November, 
182o, when I had laid down my newspaper. 



Of my second offence, trial, and imprisonment^ I 
should not feel myself justified, at this distance of 
time, to republish any detailed account. However 
political prejudice may have disqualified each of us 
fl:om being a judge in his own cause, it was a 
personal affair between the prosecutor, a ma^strate, 
and myself, the writer of a paragraph in tlie Iris 
reflecting hardly upon his conduct in quelling a riot 
at Sheffield, on the 4th of August, 1795. For this 
ft Bill was found against me at Barnsley Sessions, in 
October following : I traversed to Doncaster Sessions 
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in Januaiy, 1796. There the trial came on, and, 
aft«r an extraordinary scene of contradictoiy evi- 
dence on both sides, a verdict was given against me, 
and I was sentenced to six months' imprisonment in 
York Castle, to pay a fine of thirty pounds to the 
King, and to give security to keep the peace for 
two years. Neither of the pnwecution, the verdict, 
nor the sentence did I ever coraplmn, considering 
all the circumstances ; because, according to the law 
of Lbel, there was ground for the first, conflicting 
testimooy that was deemed to warrant the second, 
and the third could not alh^ether be called vindic- 
tive. Tliere and then, though very disproportionately 
matched, my prosecutor and I joined issue on the 
same ground in an open court of justice, face to face, 
and witness against witness. It was a fair " stand-up 
fight " l>etween us, in which I waa overcome, the jury 
being umpires ; for I count as nothing the fictions 
of the indicfnient, the speeches of counsel, and the 
part which the magistrates took to influence the pro- 
ceedings. — We cannot rtow meet on equal terms ; 
he has long ago passed beyond the judgment of 
fallible man. To that, indeed, the survivor might 
appeal, and perhaps win a verdict on a new trial, 
where the deceased could malte no defence fi-om the 
grave. But I could not thus dishonor his memory, 
without doubly dishonoring myself, and injuring 
the dead more than I was ever accused of injuring 
the Hving, In this case, as in the former, after many 
years, some of the otGcial documents came into my 
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possession, among which are the brief held ty the 
leading counsel against me, a copy of the indictment, 
■with various memoranda of evidence to be produced, 
and, to crown the whole, the oiiginal draft of a para- 
graph issued trom the attorney's office, and published 
in the SheffieM Couranf, mentioning the trial, ver- 
dict, and sentence, accompanied by a remark so 
malignantly vindictive, that I will not trust ray hand 
lo transcribe it, lest I should be tempted to violate 
my purpose to forbear from making any animadve:!^ 
sion on any part of the proceedings against me, 
open or covert, in court or out of it. One fact I 
will state. The above paragraph (the manuscript 
and the print are both under my eye at this moment), 
in reference to the trial, summarily observes, "After 
a most elaborate discussion of the business, the ver- 
dict of the jury did credit to their feelings aa men, 
and ample justice to the above ma^strate's conduct." 
Now, of this "most elaborate discussion of the 
business," neither the part^aph nor the newspaper 
gives one syllable of particulars. On the other 
hand, in the Iris, a report occupying neariy six 
columns, gave at length the examination of the wit- 
nesses on both sides, with brief notes of the plead- 
ings, from the impossibility of comprehending the 
whole. There was a reason for suppression on the 
one part^ and a reason for publication on the other. 

No attempt was afterwards made to discredit this 
report of the only important disclosures which were 
brought out upon the trial, nor to supply the utter 



.-byGoogle 



261 

defect of the paragraph in regard to these. I must, 
however, distinctly state, that I never had reason to 
helieve that the prosecutor had any hand in this 
ferocious exultation over the fell of one, whom the 
party which had volunteered their enmity to me from 
my outset in" public life imagined hopelessly cast 
down. They were mistaken, and so soon, as well aa 
so thoroughly, were they convinced of their mistake, 
that from that day I do not remember I ever again 
experienced any annoyance from one of them. 
Twice, indeed, in later years, I was menaced with 
legal visitation from persons who did not avow 
themselves openly, but who, when they might have 
fought, exercised "the bettor part of vaior," and, 
in their " discretion," let me alone- 

With regard to the magistrate whom I liad offended 
in the last-mentioned case, he took the opportunity, a 
few years afterwards, of showing both kindness and 
confidence towards me, in an aff^r of business ; and 
from his marked condliatory conduct, I must he- 
lieve that his mind was as much discliarged of eveiy 
degree of hostile feeling to me, as I trust mine was 
of resentment against him. 

Of my situation in prison, I may add two or three 
words, for the reader's better intelligence of some 
allusions in the following pieces. On the first occa- 
sion I occupied a spacious apartment, and tlie range 
of a passage, having no open communication with 
any of the adjacent rooms, I was entitled to take 
11 Uie castle-yard for one hour early in the 
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morning. Of this, I never availed myself. The 
governor, however, informed me that I might have 
that indulgence at a more convenient season, if I 
would ask his leave. That, however, I did not feel 
free to do; and he, with great courtesy, occasionally 
sent me the keys of my barricadoed quarters to let 
myself out. After my second conviction, on account 
of infirm health, I petitioned the magistrates for the 
liberty of the Caatle-yard, without being under obli- 
gation to the governor. And this mercy, to their 
honor I record it, was immediately shown me by the 
gentlemen who, I thought, had dealt hard justice to- 
wards me at Doncaster. In other respects I had 
every comfort and accommodation in prison that I 
couid desire. 

I shall venture to prolong this new Introduction 
to my " Prison Amusements," by mentioning a cir- 
cumstance which requires explanation from myself, 
who alone can give it. In the TaMe Talk of the 
late Mr. William Jlazlitt, vol. i. p. S71, I find this 
paragraph, which I quote literally : — " Mr. Mont^ 
gomery, the ingenious and amiable poet, after he had 
been shut up in solitary confinement for a year and a 
half, for printing the Duke of Richmond's Letter on 
RefoiTn, when he first walked out in the narrow path 
of the adjoining field, was seized with an apprehen- 
sion that he should tail over it, as if he had trod on 
the brink of an abrupt, precipice." 

Now there is not one word of pure fact in this an- 
ecdote, which, nevertheless, was intended to be (he 
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truth fhvoughouf, believed fo be so, and published to 
excite compassion towards tbe sufferer. I never 
printed the Duke of Kichmond's Letter on Reform. 
I was never shut up for a year and a half in solitary 
confinement, and I never felt any fear of falhng over 
the edge of a narrow path through a flat field. It 
mi^ht be concluded from the foregoing story, that 
I had beon immured in a dark cell, and loaded with 
chains, till my eye could not bear the light without 
giddiness, and my limbs were paralyzed for want of 
exercise. The iron did indeed " enter into my soul," 
but it went no fwrtJier, — it never touched my person 
— the nearest part of a man to himself under some 
circumstances. It is true that I was twice imprisoned, 
for three, and six months, in the course of " a year 
and a half." Now, during the first term, Che room 
which I occupied overlooked the Castle walls, and 
gave me ample views of the adjacent country, then 
passing through the changes of aspect which Nature 
assumes from the depth and forlomness of winter 
to the first blooms of a promising spring. From 
my window I was daily in the habit of marking 
these, and dwelt with peculiar delight on the well- 
known walk by the river Ouse, wliere stood a long 
range of full-grown trees, beyond which, on the letl 
hand, lay certain pasture-fields that led towards a 
wooden windmill, propt upon one leg, on a little em- 
inence ; and the motion imd configuration of whose 
arms, as the body was occasionally turned about, east, 
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west, nortli, and south, to meet the wind from every 
point, proved the source of very humble, but very 
dear pleasure, to one with whom it was evea as a 
living thing, — the companion of his eye, and tke in- 
spirer of his thoughts, having more than once sug- 
gested grave meditations on the vanity of the worid, 
and the flight of time. 

During such reveries, I often purposed that my 
first ramble on recovery of my freedom should be 
down by that river, under those trees, across the 
fields beyond, and away to the windmilL 

And so it came to pass. On one fine morning in 
the middle of April I was liberated. Immediately 
afterwards I sallied forth, and took my walk in that 
direction, — from whence, with feelings which none 
but an emancipated captive can fully understand, I 
looked back upon the Castle walls, and to the window 
of that chamber /™»j which I had been accustomed 
to look forward, both with the eye and with hope, 
upon the ground which I was now treading, with a 
spring in my step as though the very soil were elastic 
under my feet. "While I was thus traversing the 
fields, not with any apprehension of falling over the 
verge of the narrow footpath, but from mere wanton- 
ness of instinct, in the joy of liberty long wished for, 
and, though late, come at last, I wilfully divei'ged 
from the track, crossing it now to the right, then to 
the left, like a butterfly fluttermg here and there, 
making a long course and little way, just to prove 
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ray legs, that they were no longer under restraint, 
but might tread where and how they pleased ; and 
that I myself was in reality abroad again- in the 
world, — not gazing at a section of landscape over 
stone walla that might not he scaled ; nor, when,, in 
the Castle-yard, the ponderous g^es, or the small 
wicket, happened to be opened to let in or out visit- 
ors or captives, looking up the street from a partic- 
ular point within the enclosure which might not be 
passed. Now to some wise people tliis may appear 
very childish, even in such a striphng as I then was ; 
but the feeling was pure and natural, and the ex- 
pression innocent and graceful, as every unsophisti- 
cated emotion, and its spontaneous manifestation, 
must be ; however much, on cool reflection, a prudent 
man, with the eyes of all the world upon him, might 
choose to conceal the one and repress the other. 
Be this as it may, having once or twice mentioned 
the frolic in company, I know not through how many 
mouths it may have transmigrated before it reached 
Mr. Hazlitt in the form wnder which he has pre- 
sented it. 

After the foregoing narratives and statements of 
my juvenUe delinquencies and sufferings, one sen- 
tence from the original Preface to the following 
" Confessions " will be sufficient : — 

"These pieces were composed in bitter moments, 
amid the horrors of a gaol, under the pressure ( ■.' 
sickness. They were fho transcripts of melancholy" 
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feelings, — the warm effusions of a bleeding heart. 
The writer amused his ima^nation with attiring his 
sorrows in verse, that, under the romantic appearance 
of fiction, he might sometimes forget that his mis- 
fortunes were real." 

JVuuemSer 30, 1840. 



.-byGoogle 



PRISON AMUSEMENTS. 



VERSES TO A ROBIN RED-BREAST, 



"Welcome, pretty little stranger I 

Welcome to my lone retreat ! 

Here, secure from every danger. 

Hop aboul, and chirp, aad eat: 

Eobin ! how I envy thee, 

Happy child of Liberty 1 

Now, though tyrant Winter, howling, 

Shakes the world with tempests round, 
Heaven above with vapors scowling, 
Fixist imprisons all the ground j — 
Eobin ! what are these lo thee ? 
Thou art blest with liberty. 

Though yon fair majestic river* 
Mourns in solid icy chains; 
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Though yon flocks and cattle shiver, 
On the desolated plains ; — 
Eobin .' thou art gay and free, 
Happy in thy liberty. 

Hunger never shaU distress thee, 

While my catea one crumb afford ; 

Colds nor cramps sliall e'er oppress thee j 

Come and share my humble hoard : 

Robin ! come and live witli me, 

Live — yet still at liberty. 

Soon shall Spring in smiles and blushes 

Steal upon the blooming year ; 
Then, amid the enamor'd bushes, 
Thy sweet song shall warble clear ; 
Then shall I, too, join'd with thee, 
Swell the Hymn of Liberty. 

Should some rough unfeeling Dobbin, 

In this iron-hearl«d age, 
Seize thee on thy nest, my Robin ! 
And confine thee in a cage, 

Then, poor prisoner ! think of me, 
Think — and sigh for hbertj'. 

F^i-ura-s 2, 179S. 
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MOONLIGHT. 

Gentle Moon ! a captive calls ; 

Gentle Moon I awake, arise ; 
Gild lie prison's sullen walk ; 

Gild tlie tears fliat drown his eyes. 

Throw thy veil of clouds aside ; 

Let tJiose smiles that light the pole 
Through the liquid ether ghde, — 

Glide into the mourner's soul. 



Cheer his melancholy mind ; 

Soothe his sorrows, heal his smart : 
Let thine influence, pure, refined. 

Cool the fever of his heart. 

Chase despondency and care, 

Fiends that haimt the gtjiltt hreast : 
Conscious virtue braves despdr ; 

Triumphs most when most oppress'd. 

Now I feel Ity power benign 

SweU my bosom, thrill my veins ; 

As thy beams the brightest shine 
When the deepest midoight reigns. 
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Say, fair shepherdess of night 
Wlio thy starry flock dost lead 

Unto itHs of living light, 
On the hlue ethereal mead ; 

At this moment, dost thou see, 
From thine elevated sphere, 

One kind friend who thinks of me, — 
Thinks, and drops a feeling tear? 

On a brilliant heam eonvey 

This soft whisper to his breast, — 

" Wipe that generous drop away ; 
He for whom it falls is blest. 

" Blest with Freedom nnconfiued, 
Dungeons cannot hold the Soul ; 

Who eaa chain the immoi-tal Mind ? 
— None but He who spans the pole.' 

Fancy, too, the nimble fairy, 
With her subtle magic spell, 

In romantic visions airy 

Steals the captive from his ceD. 

On her moonlight pinions borne, 
Far he flies from grief and pain ; 

Never, never to be lorn 

From his friends and home again. 
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Stay, thou dear delusion ! stay ; 

Beauteous bubble ! do not break ; 
~ Ah. ! the pageant flits away ; 

— Wlo from Bueh a dream would wake ? 
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NocTCRNAL Siience reigning, 

A Nightingale began 
In his cold cage complaining 

Of cruel-hearted Man : 
His drooping pinions ahiver'd, 

Like wither'd moss so dry ; 
His heart with anguish quiyer'd, 

And sorrow dimm.'d his eye. 

His grief in soothing slumbers 

No balmy power could steep ; 
So sweetly flow'd his numbers, 

The mwsic seem'd to weep. 
Unfeeling Sons of Folly ! 

To you the Mourner sung ; 
While tender melancholy 

Inspired his plaintive tongue. 

" Now reigns the moon in splendor 
Amid the heaven serene ; 

A thousand stars attend her, 
And glitter round their queen : 
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Sweet hours of inspiration ! 

When I, the afjil night long, 
Was wont to pour my passion, 

And breathe my soul in Song. 

" But now, dehcious season ! 

In vain tby charms invite ; 
Entomb'd in tliia dire prison, 

I sicken at the sight. 
This mom, this vernal morning, 

The happiest bird was J, 
That hail'd the sun returning, 

Or swam the liquid sky. 

" In yonder breezy howere, 

Among the foliage green, 
I spent my tuneful hours, 

In solitude serene : 
There soil Melodia's beauty 

Fii-st fired my I'avish'd eye ; 
I vow'd eternal duty ; 

She look'd — half kind, half shy ! 

" My plumes with ardor trembling 

I flutler'd, sigh'd, and sung ; 
The lair one, still dissembling, 

Refused to trust my tongue : 
A thousand tricks inventing, 

A thousand ai'ts I tried ; 
Till the sweet nymph, relenting, 

Confess'd herself my bride. 



VOL. I. 



.-byGoogle 



" Deep in the grove retiring, 

To ctoose our secret seiU^ 
We found an oak aspiring, 

Beneath whose mossy feet, 
Where the tall herbage swelling 

Had form'd a green alcove, 
We huilt our humble dwelling, 

And haUow'd it with love. 

" Sweet scene of vanish'd pleasure ! 

Thia day, this fatal day, 
My little ones, my treasure. 

My spouse, were stolen away! 
I saw the precious pluuder, 

All in R napkin bound ; 
Then smit with human thunder, 

I flutter'd on the ground ! 

" man 1 beneath whose vengeance 

All Nature bleeding lies I 
Who charged thine impious engines 

With lighlniog from lie skies ? 
Ah ! is thy bosom iron ? 

Does it fhiue heart enchain? 
As these eold bars environ, 

And, captive, me detain ? 

" Where are my offtpring tender ? 

Where ia my widow'd mate ? 
— Thou Guardian Moon ! defend her I 

Ye Stars ! avert their fate 1 — 



.-byGoogle 



PKISON AMUSEMENTS. 

O'erwhelm'd with kUling anguish, 

In iron cage, fori'oni, 
I see my poor babes laugubh : 

I heai' tlieir mollier mourn 1 

" Liberty I inspire me, 

And eagle-atrength supply ! 
Thou, Love almighty ! fire me ! 

I'll burst my prison — or die ! " 
He suag, and forward bounded j 

He broke the yielding door ! 
But, with the sbooli confounded, 

Fell, lifeless, on the floor ! 

Farewell, then, Philomela : 

Poor martyr'd bird I adieu I 
There 's one, my charming fellow I 

Wko thinks, who feels, like yoa ; 
The bard that pens thy story, 

Amidst a prison's gloom. 
Sighs — :- not for wealth nor glory, 

— But fi-eedom, or thy tomb ! 
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ODE TO THE EVENING STAR. 

Hail ! resplendent Evening Star ! 
Brightly beamiDg from afar ; 
Fairest gem of purest light 
In the diadem of night. 

Now thy mild and modest ray 
Lighis to rest the weary day ; 
While the lustre, of thine eye 
Sweetly tremhles through the sky ; 
As the closing shadows roU 
Deep and deeper round the pole, 
Lo ! thy kindling legions bright 
Steal insensibly to light ; 
Till, magnificent and clear, 
Shines the spangled hemisphere. 

In these calmly pleasing hours. 
When the soul expands her powers. 
And, on wings of contemplation, 
Eangea round the vast creation ; 
When the mind's immortal eye 
Bounds, with rapture, to the sky. 
And, in one triumphant glance. 
Comprehends the wide expanse. 
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Where stars, aud suns, and systems sliinc. 
Faint lDi?ams of majesty divine ; — 

— Now, ■when visionaiy sleep 
Lulls the world in slumbers deep ; 
When silence, awfullj' profound, 
Breathes solemn inspiration round j 
Queen of Beauty ! queen of atara I 
Smile upon these frowning bars, 
Softly sliding from thy sphere, 
Condescend to visit here. 

In the circle of this cell, 
No tormenting demons dwell ; 
Round these walls in wild despair. 
No agonizing spectres glare : 
Here reside no fiiries gaunt ; 
No tumultuous passions haunt ; 
Fell revenge, nor treachery base ; 
Guilt, with Ixild unblushing face j 
Pale remorse, within whose breast 
Scorpiou-hOTTors murder rest ; 
Coward malice, hatred dire. 
Lawless rapine, dark desire ; 
Pining envy, frantic ire ! 
Never, never dai* intrude 
On this pensive solitude ; 

— But a sorely-hunted deer 
Finds a sad asylum here ; 

One, whose panting sides have been 
Pierced with many an an-ow keen j 
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One, whose deeply-wounded heart 
Boars the scars of many a dart. 
In the herd he vainly mingled ; 
From the herd, when harshly singled, 
Too proud to fly, he scora'd to yield ; 
Too weak to fight, he lost the field ; 
Assail'd, and captive led away. 
He fell a poor, inglorious prey. 

Deign then, gentle Star ! to elied 
Thy soft lustre round mine head ; 
With cheering radiance gild the room. 
And melt the melancholy gloom. 
When I see thee, feora thy sphere, 
Trembling hke a brilliant tear, 
Shed a sympathizing ray 
On the pale expiring day. 
Then a welcome emanation 
Of reviving consolation, 
Swifter than the Ughtning's dart. 
Glances tlirough my glowing heart ; 
Soothes my sorrows, lulls Tny woes, 
In a soft, serene repose. 
Like the undulating motion 
Of the deep, majestic ocean. 
When the whispering billows glide 
Smooth along the tranquil tide ; 
Calmly thus, prepared, resign'd, 
Swells the independent mind. 
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But when through clouds thy heauteous light 
Streams, in splendor, on the nighl^ 
Hope, like thee, my leading star, 
Through the sullen gloom of cai'e, 
Sheds an animating ray 
Oa the dark, hewildering way. 
Starting, then, with sweet surprise, 
Tears of (i-ansport swell mine eyes ; 
Wndly through each throbhing vein, 
Kapture thrills with pleaaing pain ; 
All my fretful fears are hanish'd, 
All my dreams of anguish vanish'd ; 
Energy my soul inspires. 
And wakes the Muse's haDow'd fires ; 
Rich in melody, my tongue 

;s forth spontaneous song. 



Thus my prison momenta gay, 
Swiftly, sweetly, glide away; 
Tin the last long day declining. 
O'er yoti tower thy giory shining. 
Shall tiie welcome signal h,e 
Of lo-morrow's liberty I 
Liberty, triumphant borne 
On the rosy wings of mom, 
Liberty shall tlien return ! 



Rise to set the captive free : 
Rise, sun of Liberty ! 
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SOLILOQXTY OF A WATER-WAGTAIL ON THE 
WALLS OF YORK CASTLE, 

On the walla that guard my prison, 

Swelling with fantastic pride, 
Brisk and merry as the season, 

I a feather'd coxcomb spied : 
When the little hopping elf 
Gaily thus amused himself. 

" Hear your sovereign's proclamation, 
All good subjects, young and old ; 

I'm the Lord of the Creation ; 
I _ a Water-Wagtail bold ! 

All around, and all you see, 

All the world was made for me ! 

"Yonder sun, so proudly shining, 

BJses — when I leave my nest ; 
And, behind the hills declining, 

Seta — when I retire to rest : 
Morn and evening, thus you see, 
Day and night, were made for sie I 
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"Venial gales to love invite me ; 

Summer sheds for me her beams j 
Autumn's jovial scenes deligiit me; 

Winter paves with ice my sti'eama ; 
All the year is mine, you see ; 
Seasons change, like moons, for me 1 

"On the heads of giant mounlains, 
Or beneath the shady trees ; 

By the banks of warbling fountains, 
I enjoy myself at ease : 

Hills and valleys, thus you see. 

Groves and rivers, made for me I 

" Boundless are my vast dominions ! 

I can hop, or swim, or Uy ; 
When I please, my towering pinions 

Trace my empire through the sky: 
Air and elements you see, 
Heaven and earth, were made for me ! 

"Birds and insects, beasts and fishes, 
All their humble distance keep ', 

Man, subservient to my wishes. 
Sows the harvest whicli I reap: 

Mighty man himself, you see. 

All that breathe, were made for me I 

"'Twas for my accommodation. 
Nature rose when I was bom ; 
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Should I die — the whole ci-eation 

Back to nothing would return ; 

Son, moon, sfars, the woi-ld, yoti see 

Spming — exist, will fall with me ! " 

Here the pretty prattler, ending, 
Spread his wings to aoar away ; 

But a cruel Hawk descending, 
Pounced him up — an helpless p 

— Could'st thou not, poor "VVagtail ! 

That the Hawk was nuide for tjiee 
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You ask, my friend, and well yon may, 

You ask me how I spend the diiy; 

111 teli you, iu unstudied rhyme, 

How wisely I befool my time ; 

Expect not wit, nor fiiney then, 

la this efiiisioii of my pen ; 

These idle lines — they might be worse — 

Are simple prose, in simple verse. 

Each morning, then, at Ave o'cloci;, 
The adaniantine doors unlock ; 
Bolts, bars, and portals, crash and thunder ; 
The giites of iron burst asunder ; 
Hinges that ci'eak, and keys tli at jingle, 
With clattering chains, in conceit mingle ; 
So Bweet file din, your dsunty ear. 
For joy, would break its drum lo hear } 
While my dull organs, at the sound, 
Seat in ti-anquillity profound; 
Fantastic di'eams amuse my brain, 
And wafb my spirit home again. 
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Though captive all day long 'tis true, 

Not rampavts high, nor dungeons deep. 
Can hold me when I'm fast asleep. 

But every thing is good in season, 
I dream at lai^ — and wake in prison. 
Yet think not, sir, I lie too lale, 
I rise as early even as eight: 
Ten hoars of drowsiness are plenty, 
For any man, in four^md-tweoty, 
Tou smite — and yet 'tis nobly done, 
I'm but five hours behind the sun ! 

When dress'd, I to the yai-d repair, 
And bi'eakfast on the purp, fresh sur: 
But though this cLotce Castalian cheer 
Keeps both the head and stotnacti clear, 
For reasons strong enough with me, 
I mend the meal with toast and tea. 
Now air and iame, as poets sing, 
Are both the same, the self-same thing; 
Tet bards are not cameleons quite, 
And heavenly food is very liglit ; 
Who ever dined or supp'd on fame. 
And went (o bed upon a name ? 



Breakfast despatcli'd, I sometimes read. 
To clear the vapors from riiy head ; 
For books are magic charms, I ween, 
Both for the crotchets and the spleen. 



.-byGoogle 



When genius, wisdom, wit abound. 

Where sound is sense, aod sense is sound ; 

When art and nature boUi combine. 

And live, and bi-eatlie, in every line ; 

The reader glows along the page 

With all die author's native rage I 

But books there are with nothing fraught, — 

Ten thousand woivls, said ne'er a thought ; 

Whei-e periods without period crawl. 

Like caterpillars on a wall, 

That fUll to climb, and climb tofall; 

Wbile still their efforts only lend 

To keep them from their journey's end. 

The readers yawn with pure vesation, 

And nod — but not with approbation. 

In such a fog of dulness lost. 

Poor patience must give up the ghost ; 

Not Argus' eyes awake could keep. 

Even Death might read himself to sleep. 

At half-past ten, or thei-eabout, 
My eyes are all upon the scout. 
To see the loun^g post-boy come, 
With letters or with news from home. 
Believe it, on a captive's word, 
Although the doctrine seem absurd. 
The paper-messengers of friends 
For absence almost malie amends : 
But if you think I jest or lie, 
Come to York Castle, sir, and try. 
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I PItlSON AMUSEMENTS. 

Sometimes to faiiy laiid I rove : 
Those iron rails become a grave ; 
These stately buildings fall away 
To moas-grown cottages of clay ; 
Debtors ai'e changed to jolly swains, 
Who pipe aod whistie on the plains; 
Yon felons grim, with fetters bound, 
Are satyrs wild, with garkjids crown'd ; 
Tlieir clanking chains are wreaths of flowers ! 
Their horrid cells ambrasial bowers : 
The oaths, expiring on their tongues, 
Are metamorpliosed into Bongs ; 
While wretched female prisoners, lo ! 
Are Plan's nymphs of vir^n snow. 
Those hideous wails with verdure shoot ; 
These pillars bend with blushing fiTiit; 
That dunghill swells into a mountain, 
The pump becomes a purling fountain ; 
The noisome smoke of yonder mills, 
The drchng aiv with fragrance fills ; 
This horse-pond spreads into a lake, 
And swans of ducks and geese I make ; 
Span'ows are changed to turtle-doves. 
That bill and coo their pretty loves ; 
Wagtails, turn'd thrushes, charm the vales. 
And tomtits sing like nightingales. 
No more the wind through key-holes whistles, 
But sighs on beds of pinks and thistles; 
The rattling i-ain that beats without, 
And gurgles down the leaden spout, 
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In light, delicious dew distils. 

And melts awayin amlrer rills ; 

Eljaium rises on the green, 

And hefJtli and beauty cmwa tlie scene. 

Then by the enchantress Fancy led, 
On violet banks I lay my head ; 
Iiegions of radiant forms arise, 
In fair aiTuy, before mine ejea ; 
Poetic visions gild my brain, 
And melt in liquid air again ; 
As in a magic-lantern clear. 
Fantastic images appear, 
■Tiiat beaming from the spectred glitss, 
In bemitiful succession pass. 
Yet steal the lustre of their light 
From the deep aliadow of fhe night : 
Thus, in the darkness of myhead, 
Ten thousand shining things are bred, 
That borrow splendor fj-om the gloom, 
As glow-worms twinkle in a tomb. 

But lest these glories should confound me 
Kind Dulnesa draws her curlain round me ; 
The visions vanish in a trice. 
And I awake as cold as ice : 
Nothing remains of all the vapor, 
Save — what I send you — ink and paper. 

Thus ilow my morning hours along, 
Smooth as the numbers of my song ; 



.-byGoogle 



Tet let me wander as I will, 
I feel I am a prisoner still. 
Thus Eobin, with the blushing breast, 
Is ravish'd from his little nest 
By barbarous boys who bind his leg, 
To m^e him flutter round a peg ; 
See the glad captive spreads his wings, 
Mounts, in a moment, miounts aJid sings, 
"When suddenly the cruel chain 
Twitches him back to eattli again. 
— The clock strikes one — I can't delay. 
For dinner comes but once a day ; 
At present, worthy friend, farewell ; 
But by to-morrow's post I'll tell, 
How, during these half-dozen moons, 
I cheat the lazy afternoons, 

Jmie 13, 17BB. 
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EPISTLE II. 

In Uiia sweet place, where freedom rei 
Secured by bolta, and snug in chains ; 
Where ianocence and guilt together 
Eoost like two turtles of a feather ; 
Where debtors safe at anchor lie 
From saucy duna and bailiffs sly; 
Whei-e highwaymen and robbers stout 
Would, rather than break in, break out ; 
Whei-e all 's so guarded and recluse, 
That none his liberty can lose ; 
Here each may, as Ma means afford, 
Dine like a pauper or a lord. 
And those who can't ite cost defray 
May live to dine another day. 

Kow let us ramble o'er the green, 
To see and hear what 's heard and seen ; 
To breathe the air, enjoy the light, 
And hail yon sun, who shines as bright 
Upon the dungeon and the gallows 
As on York Minster or Kew Palace. 
And here let us the scene i-eview : — 
That 's the old castle, this the new j 
TOL. I. 19 
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Tonder the felons walk, and there 
The lady-priaoners take the air : 
Behmd are solitary cells, 
Where hermits live like snails in shelb ; 
There stands the chapel for good people ; 
That black balcony is the steeple ; 
How gaily spins the weather-cock ! 
How proudly shines the crazy clock I 
A clock, whose wheels eccentric run, 
More like my head than like the sun : 
And yet it shows us, right or wrong, 
The days are only twelve hours long: 
Though captives often reckon here 
Each day a month, each month a year- 
There honest William stands in state, 
The porter, at the horrid gate; 
Yet no ill-natured soul is he, 
Entrance to all the world is free ; 
One thing, indeed, is rather hard, 
Egre^ is frequently debarr'd ; 
Of all the joys within that reign, 
There's none like — getting out again ! 
Across the green, behold the court, 
Where jai^n reigns and wigs resort j 
Where bloody tongues fight bloodless battles, 
For life and death, for straws and rattles ; 
Where juries yawn their patience out, 
And judges dream in spite of gout. 
There, on the outside of die door 
(As sang a wicked wag of yore), 
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Stands Mother Justice, tall and thin, 

Wlio never yet hath ventured in. 

The cause, my friend, may soon be shown. 

The lady was a stepping-stone, 

Till — though the metamorphose odd is — 

A chisel made the block a goddess : 

— "Odd!" did I say? — I'm wrong this tiiiit 

But I was hamper'd for a rhyme ; 

Justice at — I could tell you where — 

Is just the same as justice there. 

But lo 1 my frisking dog attends, 
The kindest of four-footed friends ; 
Brim-full of giddiness and mirth, 
He is the prettiest fool on earth. 
The j-ogue is twice a squirrel's size, 
With short snub nose and big black eyes ; 
A cloud of brown adorns his tsul. 
That curls and serves him for a siui ; 
The same deep auburn dyes his ears. 
That never were abridged hy shears : 
While white around, as Lapland snows, 
His hair, in soft profusion, flows ! 
Waves on his breast, and plumes his feet 
With glossy fringe, like feathers fleet, 
A thousand antic tricks he plays. 
And looks at one a IhousMsd ways; 
His wit, if he has any, lies 
Somewhere between his tail and eyes ; 
Sooner the light those eyes will fail, 
Than Bilhj ceiise to wng lliat tall. 
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I PKiSON AMUSEMENTS. 

And yet the fellow ne'er is safe 
From tlie tremendous beak of Ralph; 
A raven grim, in black and blue, 
Aa arch a knave aa e'er you knew ; 
Who hops about with broken pinions, 
And thinks these walls his own dominions. 
This wag a mortal foe to Bill is, 
They fight like Hector and AchiDea ; 
Bold BUly runs with all his might, 
Aiid conquers, Parthian-like, in flight; 
While Ralph his own importance feels, 
And wages endless war with heels : 
Horses and dogs, and geese and deer. 
He slily pinches in the rear ; 
They start surprised with sudden pain, 
While honest Ralph sheers off again. 

A melancholy stag appears, 
With ruefiil look and flagging ears ; 
A feeble, lean, consumptive elf, 
The very picture of myself! 
My ghosl>-like form, and new-moon phiz, 
Are just the counterparts of his: 
Blasl«d like me by fortune's frown ; 
Like me, twice hunted, twice run down I 
Like me pursued, almost to death, 
He's come to gaol to save his breath ! 
StJllp on his painful limbs, are seen 
The scars where worrying doga have been ; 
Still, on his woe-imprinted face, 
I weep a broken heart to trace. 
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Daily the mournful wretch I feed 
"With crumbs of comfort and of bread ; 
But man, false man ! so well he knows, 
He deems the species all his foes : 
In vain I smile to soothe his fear, 
He will not, dare not, come too near; 
He lingers — looks — and fnin he would — 
Then strains his neck to reach the food. 
Oft as liis plaintive looks I see, 
A brother's bowels yearn in me. 
What rocks and tempests yet await 
Both him and me, we leave to fate : 
We know, by past experience taught, 
That innocence availeth nought : 
I feel, and 'tis my proudest boast. 
That conscience is itself an host:. 
■While this inspires my swelUng breast, 
Let all forsake me — I 'm at rest ; 
Ten thousand deaths, in eveiy nerve, 
I'd ratlier suffee than desekve. 

But yonder comes the victim's wife, 
A dappled doe, all Are and life ; 
She trips along with gallant pace. 
Her limbs alert, her motion grace : 
Soft as the moonlight lairies hound. 
Her footsteps scarcely kiss the ground ; 
Gently she Mfts her fair brown head. 
And licks my hand, and begs for bread : 
I pat her forehead, stroke her neck. 
She starts and gives a timid sc[ueak ; 
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Then, while her eye wilh brilliance liurns, 

The fawning animal returns ; 

Pricks her bob-tail, and waves her ears, 

And happier than a queen appears ; 

— Poor beast ! fi'om fell ambition free, 

And all the woes of libektt ; 

Bom in a gaol, a prisoner bred, 

Ho dreams of hunting rack thine head ; 

Ah ! mayst thou never pass these bounds 

To see the world — and feel the hounds ! 

Still all her beauty, all her art, 

Have fiul'd to win her husband's heart : 

Her lambent eyes, and lovely ehest ; 

Her swan-white neck, and ermine breast ; 

Her taper legs, and spotty hide, 

So softly, delicately pied, 

In vain their fond allurements spread, — 

To love and joy her spouse is dead. 

But lo ! the evening shadows fall 
Broader and browner from the wall ; 
A warning voice, like curfew bell, 
Commands each captive to his cell ; 
My faitliful dog and I retire, 
To play and chatter by the fire : 
Soon comes a turnkey witli " Good night, sir ! " 
And bolts the door with all his might, sir : 
Then leisurely to bed I creep, 
And sometimes wake — and sometimes sleep. 
These are the joya that reign in prison, 
And if I 'm happy 'tis with reason ; 
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Yet still this prospect o'er the rest 
Makes every blessing doubly blest ; 
That soon these pleasures will be vanish'd, 
And I, from all these comforts, baniah'd ! 
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TIIK BRAMIN. 



OnCB, on the mountain's halmy lap reclined, 
The sage unlocli'd the treasures of his mind ; 
Pure from his lips sublime instruction came, 
As the blest altar breathes celestial flame ; 
A band of youths and virgins round him presa'd, 
Whom thus tte prophet and the eage address'd: — 

"Through the wide universe's houndless range, 
All that exist decay, revive, and change : 
No atom torpid or inactive lies ; 
A being, once created, never dies. 
The waning moon, when quench'd in shades of nighty 
EcDCws her youth with all the charms of light j 
The flowery beauties of the hlooming year 
Shrink from the shivering blast, and disappear ; 
Yet, warm'd with quickening showers of genial rain, 
Spring from their graves, and purple all tlie plain. 
As day the night, and night succeeds the day. 
So death re-animates, so lives decay : 
Like billows on the undulating main. 
The swelling fall, the Mling swell again ; 
Thus on tlie tide of time, inconstant, roll 
The dying body and tlie living soul. 
In every animal, inspired with breath. 
The flowers of life produce the seeds of death ; — 
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PRISON AllUSEMCNTS. 2i)i 

The seeds of death, iLough sealter'd in tte tomb, 
Spring with new vigor, vegetate and hloom. 

" When wasted down to dust the creature dies, 
Quick, from its cell, the enfranchised spii-it flies ; 
Fills, with fi'Gsh energy, another form. 
And lowers an elephant, or glides a worm ; 
The awful lion's royal shape assumes; 
The fox'a subtlety, or peacock's plumes ; 
Swims, like an eagle, in the eye of noon. 
Or wails, a screech-owl, to the deaf, cold moon ; 
Haunts the dread brakes where serpenta hiss ani 

Or hums, a glittering insect in the air. 

The illustrious souls of great and virtuous men. 

In noble animals revive ^ain : 

But base and vicious spirits wind their way. 

In scorpions, vultures, sharks, and beasts of prey. 

The lair, the gay, the witty, and the brave. 

The fool, the coward, courtier, tyrant, slave ; 

Each, in congenial animals, shall find 

A home and kindred for his .wandering mind. 

" Even the cold body, when enshrined in earth, 
Kises again in vegetable birth : 
From the vile ashes of the bad proceeds 
A bwieful harvest of pernicious weeds ; 
The relies of the good, awaked by showers. 
Peep from the lap of death, and live in flowers ; 
Sweet modest flowers, that blush along tlie vale, 
Whose fr^rant lips embalm the passing gale." 
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THE BRAMIN. 



" No'w, mark the words these dying lips impart, 
And wear this grand memorial round your heart : 
All that inhabit ocean, air, or earth, 
Prom ONE ETERNAL BIKE derive their birth. 
The Hand that built the palace of the sky 
Form'd the light wings tliat decorate a fly: 
The Power that wheels the circling planets round 
Eears every infant floweret on the ground ; 
That Bounty which the mightiest beings share 
Feeds the least gnat that gilds the evening air. 
Thus all the wild inhabitants of woods, 
Children of air, and l«nants of the floods ; 
All, all are equal, independent, free, 
And all the heirs of immortality ! 
For all that live and breathe have once been men, 

Even you, in turn, that human shape must change. 
And through ten thousand forma of being range. 

" Ah I then, refrain your brethren's blood to apill, 
And, till you can create, forbear to kill ! 
Oft aa a guiltless fellow-creature dies, 
The blood of ir 
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PKISON AMUSEMENTS. 299 

Even grim, rapacious savages of prey, 

Presume not, save in self-defence, to slay ; 

■What, though to heaven their forfeit lives they 

owe. 
Hath heaven coramission'd thee to deal the blow ? 
Crush not the feehle, inoffensive worm, 
Thy sbter's spirit wears that humhle form ! 
Why should thy cruel arrow smite yon hird ? 
In him thy brother's plaintive song is heard. 
When the poor, harmless kid, all trembling, lies. 
And bega hia little life with inlant cries. 
Think, ere you take the throbbing victim's breath, 
You doom a dear, an only child, to death. 
When at the ring the beauteous heifer stands, 

— Stay, monster 1 stay those parricidal hands ; 
Canst thou aot, in that mild dejected face, 
The sacred features of thy mother trace ? 
When to the stake the generous bull you lead, 
Tremble, — ah, tremble, — lest your father bleed. 
Let not your aoger on your dog descend, 

The faithful animal was once your friend ; 

The friend whose courage snatch'd you from the 

When wrapp'd in flames or sinking In the wave. 

— Eash, impious youth ! renounce that horrid knife. 
Spare the sweet antelope ! — ah, spare — thy wife ! 
In the meek victim's tear-illumined eyes, 

See the soft image of thy consort rise ; 
Such as she is, when by romantic streams. 
Her spirit greets thee in delightful dreams ; 
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Not as she look'd, when blighted in her hloom ; 
Not as she lies, all pale in yonder tomb ; 
That mournful tomb, where al! thy joys repose ! 
That hallow'd tomb, where all thy griefs shall close. 

" While yet I aing, the weary king of light 
Eeaigns his sceptre to the queen of night ; 
Unnumber'd orbs of living Are appear, 
And roll in glittering grandeur o'er the sphere. 
Perhaps the soul, released from eailhly lies, 
A thousand ages hence may mount the skies ; 
Through suns and planets, stars, and systems i-ange. 
In each new forms assume, relinquish, change ; 
From age to age, from world to world aspire, 
And climh the scale of being higher and higher : 
But who these awful mysteries dare explore ? 
Pause, my soul ! and tremble and adore. 

" There is a Power, all other powers above, 
Whose name is Gioodness, and His nature Love ; 
Who call'd the infant universe to light, 
From central nothing and circumfluent night. 
On His great providence aU worlds depend, 
As trembling atoms to their centre tend ; 
In nature's face His glory shines confess'd, 
She wears His sacred image on her breast ; 
His spirit breathes in every living soul ; 
His bounty feeds, his presence fills the whole ; 
Though seen, invisible — though felt, unknown ; 
All that exist, exist in Him alone. 
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But who the wondevs of His hand can trace 
Through the dread ocean of unfathom'd space ? 
When from the shore we lift our feinting eyea, 
Where boundless scenes <rf Godlike grandeur rise ; 
Like sparkling atoms in the noontide rajs, 
Worlds, stars, and suns, and universes blaze. 
Yet these transcendent monuments that shine. 
Eternal miracles of skill dirine. 
These, and ten thousand more, are onJy still 
The shadow of his power, the transcript of his will. 
April 11, 1786. 
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A TALE TOO TRUE: 



lo The Friioti Amvsfmems, origmally publiabed 
VAVh Pcrairr^^ iD uhLoh many of the AuthoF^e JuTe- 



Onb beautiful momiiig, when Paul was a child, 

And went with a satchel to school, 
The rogue play'd the truant, which shows he w 
wild. 

And though little a very great fool. 

He came to a cottage that grew on the moor, 

No mushroom was ever so strong ; 
Twas aaug as a mouse-trap; and close by the cloc 

A river ran rippling along. 

The cot was emhosom'd in rook-nested trees, 
The chestnut, the elm, and the oak ; 

Geese gabbled in concert with bagpiping bees, 
While softly ascended the smoke. 

At the door sat a damsel, a sweet little girl, 

Array'd in a petticoat green ; 
Her skin was as lovely as mother of pearl. 

And milder than moonlight her mien. 
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SOi A TALIS TOO TKUE. 

She sang as she Itnotted a garland of flowers, 

Bight mellowly warbled her tongue ; 
Such strains in Elysiam'a romantical bowers, 

To soothe the departed are sung. 

Paul stood like a gander, he stood like himself; 

Eyes, ears, nose, iuid mouth open'd wide ; 
When suddenly rising, the pretty young elf 

The wonder-ati-uck wanderer spied. 

She started and trembled, she bluah'd and she smiled, 

Then dropping a courtesy she said, 
" Pray, what brought you hither, my deal' little child ? 

Did your legs run away with your head ? " 

"Yes! Tes!" slammer'd Paul, ajid he made a fine 

At least 'twas the finest he could. 
Though Che lofty-bred belles of St. James's, I trow, 
Would have call'd it a how made of wood. 

Ho matter, the dimple cheek'd damsel was pleased, 

And modestly gave him her wrist ; 
Paul took the fine present, and tenderly squeezed. 

As if 'twere a wasp in his fist. 

Then info the cottage she led the young fool, 

Who stood all aghast to behold 
The lass's grim mother, who managed a school, 

A beldame, a witeh, and a suold. 
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Her ejes were as red as two lobsters when boil'd, 

Her complexion the color of straw ; 
Though she grinn'd hke a death's head whenever shu 
smiled, 

She show'd not a tooth in her jaw. 

Her body was sbrivell'd and dried hke a kecks, 
Her aiins were all veias, hone, and skin ; 

And then she 'd a heard, sir, iu spite of lier sex, 
I doa't know how long, on her chin. 

Her dress was as mournful as mourning could be, 
Black sackcloth, hleach'd white with her teal's ; 

For a widow, fair ladies I a widow was she, 
Moat dismally stricken in years. 

The charms of her youth, if she ever had any. 

Were all under total eclipse ; 
While the charms of her daughter, wlio truly had 

Were only unfolding their lips. 

Thus, far in a wilderness, bleak and forlorn, 

When winter deflowers the year. 
All hoary and horrid, I 've seen an old thorn, 

In icicle trappings appear : 

While a sweet-smiling snow-drop enamels its root, 
Like the morning-star gladdening the sky ; 

Or an elegant crocus peeps out at its foot. 
As blue as Miss Who-ye-will's eye. 
VOL. I. ^0 
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" Dear motliei' ! " the damsel esclajia'd with j 
sigh, 

" I have hrouglit you a poor little wretch, 
Your victim and mine," — but a tear from her eye 

Wash'd away all the rest of her speech. 

The beldame then mounting her spectacles on, 
Like an arch o'er the bridge of her nose. 

Examined the captive, and crying " Well done ! " 
Bade him welcome with twenty dry hlows. 

Paul fell down astounded, and only not dead. 

For death was not quite within call ; 
Recovering he found himself in a warm bed. 

And in a warm fever and all. 

Reclined on her elbow, to anguish a prey, 

The maiden in lovely distress 
Sate weeping her soul from her eyelids away ; 

How could the fair mourner do less ? 



But when she perceived him reviving again, 

She caroll'd & sonnet so sweet, 
The captive, transported, forgot all his pain. 

And presently fell at her feet. 

All raptm-e and fondness, all folly and joy, 
" Dear damsel ! for your sake," he cried, 

" 1 11 be your cross mother's own dutiful hoy, 
And you shall one day be my bride." 
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" For shame ! " quoth the nymph, though she look'd 
the reverse, 
" Such nonsense I cannot approve ; 
Too joungwe're to wed." — Paul said, "So mucli 
the worse ; 
But are we too young then to bve?" 

The lady replied in a language that speaks 

Not unto the ear but the eye ; 
The language that blushes through eloquent cheeks, 

When modesty looks very sly. 

Our true lovers lived, — for the fable saith true, — 

As meiTy as larks in their nest, 
Who are learning to sing while tlie hawk is in view, 

— The ignorant always to-e blest. 

Through valleys and meadows they wander'd by day. 

And warbled and whistled along ; 
So liquidly glided their momenta away, 

Their life was a galloping song. 

When they twitter'd their notes from the top of a 
hill, 

If November did not look like May, 
If roeka did not caper, nor rivers stand still, 

The asses at least did not bray. 

If the trees did not leap nor the mountains advance, 
They were deafer than bailiffs, 'tis clear; 
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If sun, moon, and Stars did not lead up a dance, 
They wanted a musical ear. 

But sometimes the beldame, cross, crazy, and old, 
Would thunder, and threaten, and swear; 

Expose them (o lempests, to heat, and to cold. 
To danger, fatigue, and despair. 

For wisdom, she argued, could only be taught 

By hitter experience to fools. 
And she acted as every good school-mistress ought, 

Quite up to the beard of her rules. 

Her school, by-the-hy, was the noblest on earth 

For mortals to study themselves ; 
There many great folks, vrho were folios by birlh. 

She cut down to pitiiul twelves. 

Her rod like death's scythe, in her levelling hand, 

Bow'd down rich, poor, wicked, and just ; 
Kings, queens, popes, and heroes, the touch of her 

Could crumble to primitive dust 

At length in due season, the planets that reign. 

By chance or some similar art, 
Commanded the damsel to honor her swain 

With her hand as the key to her heart. 

The grisly old mother then blest the fond pair ; 
— " While you live, my darlings ! " she cried, 
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" My favors unask'd for you always shall share, 
And cleave like two ribs fo my side. 

" Poor Paul is a blockhead in marrow and bone, 
"Whom nought but my rod cau make wise; 

The fellow will only, when all 's said and done, 
Be just fit to live when he dies." 

The, ivileh was a prophetess, all must allow, 
And Paul a strange moon-stricken youth, 

"Who somewhere had pick'd up, I'll not tell yon how, 
A sad knaclt of telling the truth. 

His sorrows and sufferings his consort may paint, 

In colors of water and fire ; 
She saw him in prison, desponding and faint, 

She saw him in act to expire. 

Then melting her ¥oice to the tenderest tone, 

The lovely enthusiast began 
To sing in sweet numbers the comforts unknown, 

That solace the soul of the man, 

Who, hated, forsaken, tormented, opprest, 

And wrestling with anguish severe, 
Can turn his eye inward, and view in his breast 

A conscience unclouded and clear. 

The captive look'd up with a languishing eye, 
Half quencK'd in a tremulous tear ; 
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